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ORSAIR. 




A TALE. 



« — •— I suoi ppnsicri in hii dormir non ponno. » 
T.\sso, canto decimo , Gerusalemme Liber. 

CANTO I. 



........ nrssun maggior dolerc , 

u Clie ricordarsi del tempo feliee 

u Nulla miseria > » 

Dantb* 



I. 

0*cr l!ie g|»ul walors of the dark l)lue sen , 

Our though U as boundless , and our souls as free, 

Far as the breeze can bear , tlie billows foam; 

Survey our empire, and behold our home? 

These are our roalms, no limits to their sway — 

Our Hag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours the wild hie in tumult still to range 

From toil to rest , and joy in every change. 

Oh, who can loll? not thou, luxurious slave? 

Whose soul would sicken o'er the heavuig wave j 

ISot thou , vain lord of wantonness and ease! 

Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot please — 
M Oh , who can tell , save he whose lieart hath tried , 
M And danced in triumph o'er the waters wide , 
M The exulting sense — the pulse's maddening play , 
«« That thrills the wanderer of that trackle,«»% n^v^*^ 
« That for itself can woo the ap\)Yoaidi\u%^^>V« 
I And tura what soma deem t\ai\oeT Vo A^eV\^\V. \ 

That seeks what cravens sV\un'w\V\\taQX<i>2»^^^'«'^^* 
Aad where iho feebler faitxt — can oiA-J i<«^-^ '" ■ 



€€ 



G 



THE CORSAIR. 



« Feel — to Uie risiog bosom's inmost core , 

« Its liopc awaken and its spirit soar? 

«< No dread of death — if with us die our foes — 

« Save that it seems even duller than repose : 

« Gome when it will — we snatch the life of life — 

« When lost — what recks it — by disease or strife? 

« Let ])im who crawls enamoured of decay , 

cc Cling to his conch , and sicken years away ; 

•c Heave his thick breath , and shake his palsied head ; 

« Ours — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 

•c "While gasp by gasp he falters forth liis soul , 

cc Ours with one pang — one bound — escap^M^trol. 

« His corse may boast its urn and narrow ca^^ 

K And they wlio loathed his life may gild his grave : 

« Ours are the tears , though few, sincerely slied , 

« When Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

« For us , even banquets fond regret supply 

« In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

«( And the lirief epitaph in danger's day, 

«* When those who win at length divide the prey , 

« And cry. Remembrance saddening o*ereach brow, 

« How had the brave who fell exulted now ! » 

II. 
Such were the uotes that from the Pirate's isle, 
Around the kindling watch-fire rang the while ; 
Such were the sounds that thrilled the rocks along ^ 
And unto ears as rugged seemed a song ! 
In scattered groups upon the golden sand^ 
, They game — carouse — converse — or whet tlie brand ; 
Select the arms — to each his blade assign , 
And careless eye the blood tliat dims its shine : 
Repair the boat , replace the helm or oar , 
While others straggling muse along the shore , 
For the wild bird the busy springes set , 
Or spread beneath the sun the dripping net ; 
Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies , 
With all the thirsting eye of Enterprise ; 
Te)} o*er tiie talcs of many a night of toil , 
And marrel where they next shall seixe a spoil j * 
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No mailer where — their chief s allotment this; 

Theirs , to believe no prey nor plan amiss. 

But who that Chief? his *iame on every shore 

Is famed and feared -^ they ask and know no more. 

With these he mingles not but to command ; 

Few are his words , but keen his eye and hand. 

Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess , 

But they forgive his silence for success . 

Ne'er for his lip the purpling cup they fill , 

That goblet passes him untasted still — 

And for his fare — the rudest of his crew 

Would d^jjlf iti turn , have passed untasted too ; 

Earth's coarsest bread , the garden's homeliest roots , 

And scarce the summer luxury of fruits , 

Ilis short repast in humbleness supply 

With all a hermit's board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense , 

His mind seems nourished by that abstinence. 

« Steer to that shore I » - they said. « Do this ! >» - 'tis done : 

« Now form and follow me ! » — the spoil is won. 

Thus prompt his accents and his actions still , 

And all obey and few inquire his will ; 

To such f brief answer and contemptuous eye 

Convey reproof, nor further deign reply. 

in. 

« A sail ! — a sail ! — » a promised prize to Hope 
Her nation— Qag — how speaks the telescope ? 
No prize , alas! — but yet a welcome sail : 
The blood- red signal glitters in the gale. 
Yes — she is ours — a home returning bark — 
Blow fair, thou breeze! — she anchors ere the dark. 
Already doubled is the cape — our bay 
Receives that prow which proudly spurns the spray. 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 
Her white wings flying — never from her foes— 
She walks the waters like a l\un§ olWle ^ ^ 

And seems to dare the elcmenla Vo sVtvIc, Wt 

Who woald not i>rave Ilia l>aU\c ^re — Wv^ N«x<i^ •* 

To move the Djonarch of her Y>coip\e^ ^^^^ 
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IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings ; 

The sails are furled ; and anchorirvg round she swings : 

And gathering loiterers on the land discern 

Her boat descending from the latticed stern. 

'Tis maimed — the oars keep concert to the strand, 

Till grates her keel upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout I — the friendly speech 1 

When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach ; 

The smile ; the question , and the quick reply , 

And the heart's promise of festivity ! 

V. ..' 

The tidings spread , and gathering grows the crowd : 
The hum of voices , and the laughter loud , 
And woman's gentler anxious tone is heard — 
Friends* — husbands' — lovers' names in each dear word 
«< Oh ! are they safe ? we ask not of success — 
« Dut shall wc see them? will their accents bless? 
« From where the battle soars — tlie billows chafe — 
« They doubtless boldly did — but who are safe ? 
« Here let them haste to gladden and surprise , 
« And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes ! » — 

VI. 
« Where is our chief ? for him we bear report - 
« And doubt that joy - which hails our coming - short j 
« Yet thus sincere - 'tis cheering , though so brief ; 
« But f Juan ! instant guide us to our chief: 
« Our greeting paid , we'll feast on our return , 
•( And all shall hear what each may wish to learn. » 
Ascending lowly by the rock-hewn way , 
To where his watch-tower beetles o'er the bay , 
By bushy brake , and wild flowers blossoming , 
And freshness breathing from each silver spring , 
Whose scattered streams from granite basins burst , 
Leap into life , and sparkling woo your thirst ; 
From crag to cliff they mount -Near yonder cave , 
JjO^at lonely straggler looks along \.V\e -wv^nq^ 
Wi>onsive posture leaning on lV\c braTxA , 
^i oft a restini'-stali to llial red WuA.'i 
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« 'Tis he-*lis Conrad- here - as wont - alone ; 

« On — Juan ! o:i - and make our purpose known. 

« The bark he views -and tell Jiim we would greet 

« llis car with tidings Jie must quickly meet : 

« We dare not yet approach - thou know*st his mood , 

« Wheu strange or uninvited steps intrude. 

YII. 
Him Juan sought , and told of their intent — 
lie spaKe not - but a sign expressed assent. 
These Juan calls -they come - to their salute 
He bends him slightly , but his lips are mute. 
« These letters , Chief, are from the Greek - tlie spy , 
cc Who still proclaims our spoil or peril nigh : 
cc Whatever liis tidings , we can well report , 
«c Much that »-K Peace, peace! »-tIocuts their prating short. 
VTondering they tnm , abashed, while each to each 
Conjecture whisperd in his muttering speech : 
They watch his glance with many a stealing look , 

To gather bow that eye the tidings took ; 
But , this as if he guessed , with head aside , 
perchance from some emotion , doubt , or pride , 
lie read the scroll - « My tablets , Juan , hark - 

« Where is Gonsalvo ? >» 

« In the anchored bark . » 

K There let him slay - to him this order bear. 

« Back to your duty - for my course prepare : 

« Myself this enterprise to-night will share. » 

« To-night J Lord Conrad? » 

<c Ay ! at set of sun : 

<* The breeze will freshen when the. day is done. 

« My corslet - cloak - one hour -and we arc gone. 

« Sling on thy bugle - see tJiat free from rust , 

« My carbine lock springs worthy of my trust ; 

« Be the edge sliarpcncd of my boarding-brand , 

« And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 

« This let the Armourer with speed d'ls^posv^ ; 

« Last time, it more fatigued my arm vVia^u loe^ - 

'* Munk that the signal-gun be duly Cired , 
" ToieBas when the hour of slay's cs.^iVtft^- "* 
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VIII. 
They make obeisance , and retire in baste , 
Too soon to seek again the watery waste : 
Yet they repine not - so that Conrad guides ^ 
And who dare question aught that 1^ decides? 
That man of loneliness and mystery, 
Scarce seen to smile , and seldom heard to sigh ; 
Whose name appals the fiercest of his crew , 
And tints each swarthy cheek with sallbwer hue ; 
Still sways their souls with that commanding art 
That dazzles , leads , yet chills the vulgar heart. 
What is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy , yet oppose in vain ? . 
What should it be that thus their fete can bind ? 
The power of Thought - the magic of the Mind ! 
Linked with success, assumed and kept with skill. 
That moulds another's weakness to its will ; 
Wields with their hands , but , still to these unknown , 
Makes even their mightiest deeds appear his own. 
Such hath it been -shall be -beneath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one ! 
'Tis Nature's doom -but let the wretch who toils. 
Accuse not , hate not him who wears the spoils. 
Oh ! if he knew the weight of splendid chains , 
How light the balance of his humbler pains ! 

IX. 
Unhke tlie heroes of each ancient race , 
Demons in act , but Gods at least in face , 
In Conrad^s form seems little to admire , 
Though his dark eye-brow shades a glance of fire : 
Robust , but not Herculean - to the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height ; 
Yet , in tlie whole , who paused to look again , 
Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men ; 
They gaze and marvel how - and still confess. 
That thus it is , but why they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt bis cheek , his forehead hi^l^ and ^^V» 
Tbe sal)le curls in wild profusion ve\\ \ 
^0(i oft perforce hia rising Up reveaU 
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The Haughtier tlkOMglu it curbs , bul scarce conceals. 

Thoagh smoolh liis voice , and calm bis general mien « 

Still seems there something he would not have seen : 

ilis features' deepening lines and varying hue 

At limes attracted , yet perplexed the view, 

As if within that murkiness of mind 

Worked feelings fearful ^ and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be -that none could truly teil- 

Too clpse inquiry his stem glance would quell. 

There breathe but few whose aspect might defy 

The full encounter of his searching eye ; 

He had the skill, when Cunning's gaze would seek 

To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

At once the observer's purpose to espy , 

And on himself roll back his scrutiny , 

Lest he to Conrad ralhec should betray 

Some secret thought , than drag. that cluefs to day, 

There was a laughing Devil in his sneer , 

That, raised emotions both oi rage and fear ; 

And where his frown of hatred darkly fell , 

Hope withering fled- and Mercy sighed farewell ! 

X. 
Slight are the outward signs of evil thought , 
Within - within - 'twas there the spirit wrought ! 
Love shows all changes- Hate , Ambition, Guile , 
Jtetray no further thajn the bitter smile ; 
The lips's least curl-, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the governed aspect , speak alone 
Of deeper pas^iions , and to judge their mien ^ 
He , wlio would sec , must be himself unseen. 
Thcn-with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 
The clenched hand , the pause of agony , 
That listens , starling , lost the step too near 
Approach intmsive on that mood of fear : 
Then-wilh each feature working from the heart . 
With feelings loosed to strengthen-not depart :. 
That risc-co»vulse-contend-lhal ^veeie ,ox ^q^ , 
Fhish in the cheek , or damp upou vV^Ystcyw \ 
Tliett'Straogcr I U ihou cansl , aitvd VT^\£W"ei*v \v=>v ^ 
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Behold his soul-tlie rest that soothes bis lot \ 
Mark-how tliat lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years 1 
Behold-but who hath seen, or e'er shall see , 
Man as himself-the secret spirit free ? 

XI. 
Yet was not Conrad thus by nature sent 
To lead the guilty-guilt*s worst inslrument- 
His soul was changed , before his deeds had driven 
Ilim forth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 
Warped by the world in Disappointment's school , 
In words too wise , in conduct there a lool : 
Too firm to yield , and far too proud to sloop , 
Doomed by Iiis very virtues for a dupe , 
He cursed those virtues as the cause of ill , 
And not the traitors who betrayed him still ; 
Nor deemed that gifts bestowed on better men 
Had left him joy , and means to give again. 
Feared-shunned-belied-ere vouth had lost her force , 
He hated man too much to feel remorse , 
And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call , 
To pay the injuries of some on all. 
He knew himself a villain-but he deemed 
The rest no better than the thing he seemed ; 
And scorned the best as hypocrites who hid 
Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 
He knew himself detested , but he knew 
The hearts that loathed him , crouched and dreaded toe 
Lone , wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 
From all affection and from all contempt : 
His name could sadden , and his acts surprise ; 
But they that ieared him dared not to despise: 
Man spurns the worm , but pauses ere he wake 
The slumbering venom of the folded snake : 
The lirst may turn-but not avenge the blow ; 
Th* last expires-butjeaves no living foe ; . 
Fast to the doomed offender's form it cling! , 
j4//i/ he may crash-aot conquersliU \l fcVVvi^gi \ 
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xn. 

Nooc are all evil-quickening round Lis heart, 

One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 

Oft could he sneer at otJiers as beguiled 

By passions worthy of a fool or child ; * 

Yet'gainst that passion vainly still he strove , 

And even in him it asEs the name of Love ! 

Yes , it was love-unchangeable-unchanged ^ 

Felt but for one from whom he never ranged ; 

Though fairest captives daily met his eye , 

He shunned , nor sought , but coldly passed them by ; 

Though many a beauty drooped in prisoned bower, 

None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 

Yes-it was Love-if thoughts of tenderness , 

Tried in temptation , strengthened by distress , 

Unmoved by absence , firm in every clime, 

And yet-Oh more than all !-untired by lime ; 

Which nor defeated hope , nor bafQed wile , 

Could render sullen were she near to smile , 

Nor rage could hre , nor sickness fret to vent 

On her one murmur of his discontent; 

Which still would meet with joy , with calmness part , 

Lest that his look of grief should reach her hearty 

Which nought removed , nor menaced to remove- 

If there be love in mortals-this was love ! 

lie was a villain-ay-reproaclies shower 

Ou him-but iTot the passion , nor its power , 

Which only proved , all other virtues gone , 

Not guilt ifself could quench this loveliest oue! 

XJIL 
He paused a moment-till his hastening men 
Passed the first winding downward to the glen> 
« Strange tidings! -many a peril have I past , 
« Nor know I why this next appears tlie last ! 
«< Yet so my heart forebodes , but must not fear , 
« Nor shall my followers find me falter here. 
« 'lis rash to meet, but surer dea\\\ vo ^waAl 
•« Where titey bunt us to undoubled lale v 
•-<flK/^ if my plan but hold , and Fotluuft s«»\^* > 
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«< We'll furnish mourners for our funeral-pile. 

« Ay-lel ihein slumber-peaceful be their dreams ! 

« Morn ne'er awoke them with such brilliant beams 

« As kindle high to-night (hut blow, thou breeze!) 

« To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 

« Now to Medora-Oh ! my sinking heart , 

« Long may her own be lighter than thou art ! 

•( Yet was I brave-mean boast where all are brave ! 

•c Ev'n insects sting for aught they seek to save. 

« This common courage which with brutes we share ^ 

« That owes its deadliest efforts to despair , 

« Small merit claims-but'twas my nobler hope 

« To teach my few with numbers still to cope ; 

<c Long have I led them-not to vainly bleed : 

« No medium now-we perish or succeed ! 

c< So let it be-it irks not me to die ; 

« But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 

« My lot hath long had little of my cnre , 

« But chafes my pride thus bafBed in the snare : 

« Is this my skill ? my craft ? to set at last 

« Hope ) power , and life upon a single cast ? 

« Oh ) Fate! -accuse thy folly, not thy fale- 

•c She may redeem thee stiU-nor yet too late.» 

XIV. 
Thus with himself communion held he , till 
He reached the summit of his tower-crowned hill. 
There at the portal paused-for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never beard too oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rung , 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 

i. 
«< Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells , 

Lonely and lost to light for evermore , 
Save when to thine my heart responsive swells , 

Then trembles into silence as before. 

2. 
'< There , in its centre , a sepulchral lamp 
If urns the alow flame , eternaV-Wvnwftftew, 
Which nQt the darkness ol dcs\«vc cw\ di^siy^ > 
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Though vain its ray as it had never be«ii. 

3. 
« Remember me-Oh ! pass not thou my grave 

Without one thought whose relics there recline : 
The only pang my bosom dare not brave , 

Must be to find forgetfulness in thine, 

4. 
« My fondesl-fainlest-Iatest accents hear : 

Grief for the dead not Virtue can reprove ; 
Then give me all I ever asked-a tear . 

The first-last-sole reward of so much love ! » 

He passed the portal-crossed the corridor , 
And reached the chamber as the strain gave o'er : 
« My own Medora ! sure thy song is sad->* 
« In Conrad's absence wouldst thou have it glad ? 
•« Without thine ear to listen to my lay , 
•c Still must my song my thoughts , my soul betray : 
« Still must each accent to my bosom suit , ' 
M My heart unhushed-although my lips were mute ! 
•c Oh ! many a night on this lone couch reclined , 
« My dreaming fear with storms hath vringed the wind , 
« And deemed the breath that faintly fanned thy sail 
«c The murmuring prelude'of the ruder gale ; 
« Though soft, it seemed the low prophetic dirge , 
M That mourned thee floating on the savage surge : 
« Still would I rise to rouse the beacon fire , 
•c Lest spies less true should let the blaze expire ^ 
« And many a festless hour outwatched each star , 
» And moroing came-and still ihou wert a&ir. 
» Oh ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew , 
* And day broke dreary on my troubled view , 
«c And still I gazed and gazed-and not a prow 
« Was granted to my tears-my truth-my vow ! 
« At length-'twas noon-I hailed and blest the mast 
« That met my sight-it neared-Alas ! it past ! 
« Another came-OJi God .' 'twas iVuue aX XaaO. 
t Would that thosv days were over \ VAv \\\^>^ tv^ ^'^ * 
" Mf Conrad! learn the joys of peace \o Avwe?. 
* Sure thou bast more ihao weaVib ; an^ \wa»:^ ^^^ 
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u As briglit as this invites us not to roain : 
« Tboti know'st it is not peril that I fear , 
« I only tremble when tliou art not here; 
« Then not for mine ; but that far dearer life , 
« Which Uies from love and languishes for strife 
« How strange that heart , to me so tender still, 
« Should war with nature and its belter will !» 

<c Yea, strange indeed 'that heart hath long beenchanged; 
« Worm-like*twas tramplcd-adder-likc avenged , 
«« Without one hope on earth beyond thy love , 
« And scarce a glimpse of mercy from above. 
« Yet the same feeling which thou dost condc^nu , 
« My very love to lliee is hate to them , 
«< So closely mingling here , that disentwined , * 
« I cease to love thee when I love mankind : 
« Yet dread not this-the proof of all the past 
« Assures the future that my love will last ; 
«< But-Oli y Medora ! nerve thy gentler heart , 
«< This hour again-bul not for long-we p;irt.>» 

<c This hour we part !<my heart foreboded this : 
« Thus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss. 
« This hour-it cannot be-this hour away I 
« Yon bark, hath hardly anchored in the bay : 
« Her consort still is absent , and her crew 
« Have need of rest before they toil anew ; 
« My love ! thou mock'st my weakness; and would'st steel 
«< My breast before the time when it must feci ; 
« But trifle now no more with my distress , 
•c Such mirth hath less, of play than bitterness. 
« Be silent, Conrad ! -dearest ! come and share 
« The feast tlicse hands delighted to prepare ; 
« Light toil ! to cull and dress thy frugal fare ! 
« See , I have plucked the fruit that promised best , 
«< And where not sure, perplexed, but pleased, I gucsf cd 
« At such as seemed the fairest ; tlirice the hill 
'< My steps have '^onnd to try the coolest rill ; 
" Ves / i/ijr sherbet lo-nigbt will 8weel\^ ft»« , 
Sec /low it sparkles io its vase o\ snov \ 
^'^srrapes 'gay juice thy bosom ue^et cVi^ei^ \ 
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c< Tlioti more than Moslem wben the cup appears ; 

*c Thiok not I mean to chicle for I rejoice 

« What others deem a penance is thy choice. 

« But come , tlie board is spread ; our silver lamp 

« Is trimmed , and heeds not the Sirocco's damp : 

<c Then shall my handmaids while the time along, 

« And join with me the danc^ , or wake the song ; 

«c Or my guitar , which still thou lov'st to hear , 

c< Shall soothe or luU-or , should it vex thine ear , 

t< We'll turn the tale , by Ariosto told , 

«< Of fair Olympia loved and left of old. 

c« Why-thou "wert worse than he wlio broke his vow 

« To that lost damsel , shouldst thou leave me now ; 

« Or even that traitor chief I've seen thee smile , 

«< W^hen the cL»ar sk) showed Ariadne's isle , 

« Which 1 have pointed from these cliffs the while : 

€c And thus , half sportive , lialf in fear y I safd , 

« Lest Time should raise that doubt to more thau dread , 

«< Thus Conrad , too , will quit me for the main : 

«< And lie deccive<l me-for-he came again !» 

«* Again-again-xind oft again-my love ! 
« If there be life below , and hope above , 
« He will return-but i^ow , the moments bring 
« The time of parting with redoubled wing : 
« The why-the where-whal boots it now to tell ? 
M Since all must end in that wild word-farewell ! 
cc Yet would I fain-did time allow-disclose- 
« Fear not-these are no formidable foes ; 
« And here shall watch a more than wonted guard, 
u For sadden siege and long defence prepared : 
« Nor be thou lonely-lhough thy lord's away , 
•c Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee stay ; 
«< And this thy comfort-that, when next we meet , 
« Security shall make repose more sweet. 
« List !-*tis the bugle-Juan shrilly blew- 
« One kiss-one more-anolher-Oh ! adiev^ l» 
She rose-she spruogshe clung lolus embt^cvi , 
TW his heart heaved beneath lier WuVXetx Wti. 
Ue dared aot raise to his ihal deep-bVue fe^Ni , 
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Which downcast drooped in tearless agony, 
Her long fair hair lay floating o*er his arms , 
111 all the mildness of dishevelled charms ; 
Scarce beat that bosom ^here his image dwelt 
So iuW-that feeling seemed almost uiifelt! 
Hark-peals the thunder of the signal-gun ! 
It told 'twas sunset -and he cursed that sun. 
Again - again • that form he madly pressed , 
Which mutely clasped , imploringly caressed ! 
And tottering to the couch his bride he bore, 
One moment gazed -as if to gaze no more; 
Felt -that for him earth held but her alone , 
Kissed her cold forehead - turned - is Conrad gone ? 

XV. 
« And is he gone? » - on sudden solitude 
How oft that fearful question will intrude ! 
« "Twas hut an instant past -and here he stood! 
« And now » -without the portal's porch she rushed, 
And then at length lier tears in freedom gushed ; 
Big -bright -and fast, unknown to her they fell ; 
But still her lips refused to send - « Farewell! >» 
For in that word - that fatal word- howe'er 
We promise - hope - believe - there breathes despair. 
O'er every feature of that still , pale face , 
Had sorrow fixed what time can ne'er erase : 
The tender blue of that large loving eye 
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy , 
Till - Oh , how far ! - it caught a glimpse of him « 
And then it flowed - and phrensied seemed to swim 
Through those long , dark , and glistening lashes dewed 
With drops of sadness oft to be renewed. 
« He's gone ! >* - against her heart that hand is driven , 
Convulsed and quick - then gently raised Ip heaven ; 
She looked and saw the heaving of the main; 
The white sail set -she dared not look again; 
But turned with sickening soul within the gate - 
« // is no dream -and I am dcsalalel » 

XVI. 
I^roni crag to crag descending - sw'iUX^ ft^te-^ 
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Stern Conrad down , nor once he turned his head ; 
But slirank whene'er the windings of his way 
Forced on his eye what he would not survey, 
His lone , but lovely dwelling on the steep , 
That hailed him first when homeward from the deep : 
And she -the dim and melancholy star/ 
Whose ray of beauty reached him from afar , 
On her ke roust not gaze, he must not think , 
There he might rest -but on Destruction's brink : 
Yet once almost he stopped - and nearly gave 
His fate to chance , his projects to the wave -, 
But no - it must not be - a worthy chief 
May melt , but not betray to woman's grief. 
He sees his bark , he notes how fair the wind , 
And sternly gathers all his might of mind : 
Again he hurries on - and as he hears 
The clang of tumult vibrate on his ears , 
The busy sounds , the bustle of the shore , 
The shout , the signal , and the dpshing oar » 
As marks his eye the seaboy on the mast , 
The anchors rise , the sails unfivlingfast , 
The waving kerchiefs of tlie crowd that urge 
That mute adieu to those who stem the surge ; 
And more than all , his blood-red flag alott , 
He marvelled how his heart could seem so soft. 
Fire in his glance , and wildness in his breast , 
He feels of all his former self possest ; 
He bounds-he flies -until his footsteps reach 
The verge where ends the cliff begins the beach , 
There check his speed ; but pauses less to breathe 
The breezy freshness of the deep beneatli , 
Than there his wonted statelier step renew ; 
Nor rush , disturbed by haste , to vulgar view : 
For well had Conrad learned to curb the crowd , 
By arts that veil , and oft preserve the \»roud •, 
His was the loflv port , the distant n\\CT\ , 
Tba/ seems to simn the sight- and aN«ies A %efew \ 
The solemn aspect , and the lu£;h-boTtt 0:5c , 
Thai checks hyymirlh, but lacks i\oV coutU^^ \ 
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All these lie wifjldcd lo command assenl : 
but where be wislied to win , so well unbent , 
That kindiiess cancelled fear in those who heard , 
And other's gifts shewed mean beside his word , 
When echoed to the heart as from his own 
His deep yet lender melody of lone : 
Bui such was foreign to his wonted mood , 
lie cared not what he softened , but subdued ; 
The evil passions of liis youth had made 
Uim value less who loved -than what obejed. 

XVII. 
Around him mustering ranged his ready guard. 
Before him Juan stands - « Are all prepared? » 
«< They are - nay more - embarked : the latest boat 
« Wails but my chief -->• 

« My sword , and my capote. 
Soon Brmly girded on , and lightly slung , 
His bell and cloak were o'er his shoulders flung ; 
« Call Pedro herii ! » He comes - and Conrad bends , 
With all the courtesy he deigned his friends : 
« Receive these tablets, and peruse with care. 
« Words of liigh trust and trulh are graven there ; 
« Double the guard , and when Anselmo's bark 
« Arrives , let him alike these orders mark : 
« In three days (serve the breeze) ihe sun shall shine 
« Ou our reluru - till then all peace be thine ! >• 
This sr- id , his brother Pirate's hand he wrung , 
Then lo his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flashed the dipt oars , and sparkling with the stroke , 
Around the wave's phosphoric brightness broke ; 
They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands j 
Shrieks the shrill whistle — ply the busy hands — 
He marks how well the ship her helm obeys , 
How gallant all her crew — and deigns lo praise. 
Ilis eyes of pride lo young Gousalvo turn — 
Wh^ doth he slart, and inly seen lo mourn? 
A/as! those eyes beheld his rocky lovfev, 
-4//r/ //ye a moment o*cr the parung Vvowt •, 
/'o^hii^ 3fcchra — did she inarklbe ^itovi*? 
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Ah ! never loved he half so mych as now ! 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 

Again he mans himself and turns away ; 

Down to the cabin with GonsaWo bends , 

And there unfolds his plan — hi» means — and ends ; 

Before them burns the lamp , and spreads the chart , 

And alf that speaks and aids tlie naval art ; 

They to the midnight watch protract debate ; 

To anxious eyes what hour is ever late ? 

Mean time , the steady breeze serenely blew , 

And fast and falcon-like the vessel flew ; 

Passed the high headlands df each clustering isle , 

To gain tlieir port — long — long ere mommg smile : 

And soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 

Discovers where the Pacha's galleys lay. 

Count they each sail — and mark how there supine 

The lights in vain o*er heedless Moslem shine. 

Secure , unnoted , Conrad's prow passed by , 

And anchored where his ambush meant to lie , 

Screened from espial by the jutting cape ; 

That rears on high its rude fantastic shape. 

Then rose his band to duty — not from sleep — 

Equipped for deeds alike on land or deep ; 

While leaned their leader o*er the fretting flood , 

And calmly talked— and yet he talked of blood ! 
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CANTO II. 



« GofBMcale i dabiosi detiri t » 

Dahte. 



I. 

A Coron's bay Boats many a gaWey \\%Vv , 
rbroagli CoroD'a ialiices tlie lamps aite V>t\^^ ^ 
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For Seyd , ibe Paclia, makes a feast to-niglit : 
A feast for promised triumph yet to come , 
When he sliall drag tlic fettered rovers home , 
This hath he sworn by Alia and his sword , 
And faithful to his firman and his word, 
His summoned prows collect along th6 coast , 
And great the gathering crews , and loud the boast ; 
Already shared the captives and the prize , 
Though far the distant foe they thus despise; 
'Tis but to sail — no doubt to-morrow*s sun 
Will see the pirates bound — their haven won ! 
Mean time the watch may slumber ^ if they will, 
Nor only wake to war , but dreaming kill. 
Though all , who can , disperse on shore and seek 
To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 
How well such deed becomes the turbaned brave — 
To bare the sabre's edge before a slave ! 
Infest his dwelling — but forbear to slay , 
Their arms are strong, yet merciful to-day. 
And do not deign to smite because they may ! 
Unless -some gay caprice suggests the blow , 
To keep in practice for the coming foe. 
Revel and rout the evening hours beguile , 
And they who wish to wear a head must smile; 
For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer , 
And hoard their curses , till the coast is clear. 

II. 
High in his hall reclines the turbaned Seyd ; 
Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet , and the last pilaff — 
Forbidden draughts , 'lis said , lie dared to quaff, 
Though to the rest the sober berry*s juice , 
The slaves bear round for rigid Moslem's use ; 
The long Chibouque's dissolving cloud supply , 
While dance the Almas to wild minstrelsy. 
The rising morn will view the chiefs embark ; 
But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark ; 
And revellers may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o'er the rugged deep; 
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Feasl there who can — nor combat till they must , 
And less to conquest than to Korans trust , 
And yet the numbers crowded in his host 
Slight warrant more than even the Pacha's boast. 

m. 

"With cantious reverence ; from the outer gate , 
Slow stalks the slave , whose ofRce there to wait, 
Bows his bent head — his hand salutes the floor , 
Ere yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore : 
«* A captive Dervise , from the pirate's itest 
«c Escaped , is here — himself would tell tlie rest. » 
He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye , 
And led the holy man in silence nigh. 
His arms were folded on his dark-green vest , 
His step was feeble , and his look deprest ; 
Yet worn he seemed of hardship more than years , 
And pale his cheek with penance , not from fears. 
Vowed to his God — his sable locks he wore , 
And these his lofty cap rose proudly o'er : 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown , 
And wrapt a breatst bestowed on heaven alone ; 
Submissive , yet with self-possession manned , 
He calmly met the curious eyes that scanned ; 
And question of his coming fain would seek , 
Before the Pacha's will allowed to speak. 

IV. 
« Whence com'st thou , Dervise ? 

cc From the outlaw's den, 
« A fugitive — >• 

K Thy capture where and when ? » 
•c From Scalanovo's port to Scio's isle , 
« The saick was bouud ; but Alia did not smile 
« Upon our course — the Moslem merchant's gains 
« The rovers won : our limbs have worn their chains. 
« I had no death to fear , nor wealth to boast , 
« Beyond the wandering freedom which I 
« At length a fisher's humble boat by night lost , 
« Afforded hope , and offered chance of flight s 
« I seized the hour , and tind my aaiieV'j \i««^ — 
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« With iliee — most mighty Pacha! who can fear?>» 

« How speed I he outlaws? stand ihej well prepared, 
«« Their plundered wealth , and rohher's rock , lo guard? 
« Dream they of this our prepiralion , doomed 
'< To view with fire iheir scorpion nest consumed ? 
« Pacha ! tlie fettered captive's mourning eye 
« That weeps for flight , but ill can play the spy ; 
« I only heard the reckless waters roar , 
tc Those waves that would not bear me from the shore ; 
« I only marked the glorious sun and sky , 
« Too bright — loo blue — for my captivity; 
« And felt— that all which Freedom's bosom cheers , 
«< Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 
« This may'st thou judge , at least , from my escape , 
« They little deem of aught in peril's shape ; , 
« Else vainly had I prayed or sought the chance 
« That leads me here — if eyed with vigilance : 
« The careless guard that did not see me fly , 
« May watch as idly when thy ])ower is nigh : 
« Pacha ! — my limbs are faint — and nature craves 
« Food for my hunger , rest from tossing waves ; 
« Permit my absence — peace be with thee ! Peace 
«< With all around I — now grant repose — release. » 

« Stay , Dervise ! I have more to question — stay , 
« I do command thee — sit — dost hear ? — obey I 
« More 1 must ask , and food the slaves shall bring ; 
« Thou shall not pine where all are banqueting : 
« The supper done — prepare thee to repljr , 
« Clearly and full — I love not mystery. » 

*Twere vain to guess what shook the pious man , 
Who looked not lovingly on that Divan , 
Nor showed high relish for the banquet prest , 
And less respect for every fellow guest. 
*Twas but a moment's peevish hectic past 
Along his cheek , and tranquillized as fast : 
Jle sale hjm down in silence , and his look 
Resumed the calmness wbiclv beioxc Iq.t%o«^ •, 
T/ie feast was ushered in — bul suttv^Xuow^^axfe 
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For one so long condemned to toil and fast , 
Melbinks , he strangely spares the rich repast , 
« What ails thee , Dervise ? eat — dost thou suppose 
« This feast a Chrioiilm's ? or my friends thy foes ? 
«< Why dost thou shun the salt? that sacred pledge, 
« Which , once partaken, blunts the sabre's edge , 
«c Makes even contending tribes in peace unite ; 
« And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight ! >» 
w Salt seasons dainties — and my food is still 
<c The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill; 
« And my stern vow and order's laws oppose 
« To break or mingle bread with friends or foes ; 
« It may seem strange — if there be aught to dread , 
«< That peril rests upon my single head ; 
« But for thy sway — nay more — the Sultan's tlirone, 
«' 1 taste nor bread nor banquet — save alone ; 
« Infringed our order's rule , the Prophet's rage 
« To Mecca's dome might bar my pilgrimage. » 
« Well — as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art — 
«( One question answer; then in peace depart. 
« How many ? — Ha ! it cannot sure be day? 
•« What star — what sua is bursting on the bay ? 
•« It shines a lake of fire ! — away — away ! 
•« Ho ! treachery ! my guards ! my scimitar ! 
•* The galleys feed the flames — and I afar ! 
*< Accursed Dervise ! — these thy tidings —thou 
** Some villain spy — seize — cleave him — slay him now ! >> 
^p rose the Dervise with thai burst of light , 
Nor less his change of form appalled the sight : 
^p rose that Dervise — not in saintly garb , 
^ut like a warrior bounding on his barb , 
^^ashed his high cap , and tore his robe away — 
^hone his mailed breast, and flaslied his sabre's ray! 
disclose but glittering casque, and sable plume, 
^ore glittering eye , and black brow's sabler gloom , 
Glared on the Moslems* eyes some afrit sprite , 
^'hose demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 
The wild confusion , and the swarthy glow 
^f Qames on high , ^nd torches kora be\o^ \ 
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The shriek of terror , and the mingling yell — 
For swords began to clash , and shouts to swell , 
Flung o*er that «pot of earth the air of hell ! 
Distracted , to and fro , the flying staves 
Behold but bloody shore and; fiery waves ; 
Nought heeded they the Pacha's angry cry , « 
'fhey seize that Dervise ! seize ^n Zatanai ! 
He saw iheir terror — checked the first despair 
That urged liim but to stand and perish there , 
Since far too early and too well obeyed, 
The flame was kindled ere the signal made; 
He saw their terror — from his baldric drew 
His bugle — brief the blast — but shrilly blew, 
*Tis answered — « Well ye speed, my gallant crew, 
K Why did I doubt their quickness of career? 
c< And deem design had left me single here? » 
Sweeps his long arm — that salve's whirling sway , 
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay; 
Completes Ids fury , what their fear begun , 
And makes the many basely quail to one. 
The cloven turbans o*er the chamber spread , 
And scarce an arm dare rise to guard its head : 
Even Scyd , convulsed , overwhelmed with rage , swpri**) 
Kelreats before him , though he still defies. 
No craven he — and yet he dreads the blow , 
So much Confusion magnifies bis foe.' 
His blazing gaUeys still distractliis sight , 
He tore his beard , and foaming fled the fight ; 
For now the pirates passed tlie Haram gate , 
And burst within — and it were death to wait ; 
"Where wild Amazement shrieking — kneeling — ihro^* 
The sword aside — in vain — the blood o'erflows ! 
The Corsairs pouring , waste to where whhin , 
Invited Conrad's bugle , and the din 
Of groaning victims , and wild cries for life , 
Proclaimed how well he did the work of strife. 
TAej shout to Gnd him grim and \oi\eV^ \.Vi«t« , 
A glutted tyger mangling in ViUlait \ 
J^ut short their greeting — shoxlet ViV* xe^Xi — 
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« *Tis well — but Seyd escapes — and he mn*t die — 
c< Much hath been done — but mote remains lo do — 
« Their galleys blaze — why not their city loo ? •» 

V. 
Quick at the word — they seized him each a torch , 
And fire the dome from minaret lo porch. 
A stern delight was fixed in Conrad's eye , 
But sudden sunk — foton his ear the cry 
Of women struck , and like a deadly knell 
Knocked at thai heart unmoved by battle's yell. 
« Oh ! burst the Haram — wrong not on your lives 
•« One female form — remember — we have wives. 
« On them such outrage Vengeance will repay ; 
« Man is our foe , and such'tis 'ours lo slay: 
c« But still we spared — must spare the weaker prey. 
« Oh ! I forgot - but Heaven will not forgive 
« If at my word the helpless cease to live ; . 
« Follow who will- 1 go -we yet have time 
<c Our souls to lighten of at least a crime. >• 
He climbs the crackling stair - he bursts the door , 
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor ; 
His breath choaked gasping with the volumed smoke. 
But still from room to room his way he broke. 
They. search -they find - lliey save : with lusty arms 
Each bears a prize of unregarded charms ; 
Calm their loud fears , sustain their sinking frames 
Wilh all the care defenceless beauty claims : 
So well could Conrad tame their fiercest m&od , 
And check the very hands wilh gore imbrued. 
But who is she? whom Conrad's arms , convey 
From reeking pile and combat's wreck - away - 
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 
The Haram queen - but still the slave of Seyd ! 

VI. 
Brief lime had Conrad now to greet Gulnare , 
Few words to reassure the lremb\\n%iaAT v 
For in that pause compassion snalcVvftdt ^totiv*** > 
The foe before retiring , f asl and ^ar , 
With wonder saw their footsteps \ittp\«wft^ > 
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First slowlier fled - llien rallied - then wilhstood. 
This Seyd perceives , then first perceives how few ^ 
Compared with his , the Corsair's roving crew , 
And blushes o'er his error as he eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 
Aila il Alia ! Vengeance swells the cry - 
Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die ! 
And flame for flame , and blood for blood must tell , 
The tide of triumph ebbs that flowed loo well - 
When wrath returns to renovated strife , 
And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 
Conrad beheld the danger - he beheld 
His followers faint by freshening foes repelled : 
« One effort - one - to break the circling ho8l!j» 
They form - unite - charge - waver - all is lost ! 
Within a narrower ring compressed , beset , 
Hopeless , not heartless , strive and struggle yet- 
Ah ! now they fight in firmest file no more , 
Hemmed in - cut off- cleft down -and trampled o'er; 
But each strikes singly , silently , and home , 
And sinks oulwearied radier than o'ercome , 
His last faint quittance rendering with his breath , 
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death ! 

VH., 
But first , ere came the rallying host to blows , 
And rank to rank , and hand to hand oppose , 
Gulnare and all her Haram handmaids freed , 
Safe in the dome of one ^ho held their creed , 
By Conrad's mandate safely were bestowed , 
And dried those tears for life and fame that flowed: 
And when that dark - eyed lady , young Gulnare , 
Recalled those thoughts late wandering in despair, 
Much did she marvel o'er the courtesy 
That smoothed his accents ; softened in his eye : 
'Twas strange - r^ar robber thus with gore bedewed, 
Seemed gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 
The Pacha wooed as if he deemed the slave 
Must seem delighted with the heart he gave ; 
The Corsair vowed protection , soothed afCrig^Ut , 
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As if his homage were a womau'sright. 
« The wish is wrong - nay worse for female - vain : 
c< Yet much I long to view that chief again ;. 
« If but to thank for , what my fear forgot , 
The life - my loving lord remembered not ! » 

vin. 

And him she saw , where thickest carnage spread , 

Dut gathered breathing from the happier dead ; 

Far JVom his band , and battling with a host 

That deem right dearly won the field he lost , 

Felled - bleeding " baffled of the death be sought, 

And snatched to expiate all the ills he wrought ; 

Preserved to linger and to live in vain , 

While Vengeance Pondered o'er new plans of pain^ 

And stanched the blood she saves to shed again - 

But drop by drop , for Seyd's ungluUed eye 

"Would doom him ever dying — ne'er to die 1 

Can this be he ? triumphant late she saw, 

When his red hand's wild gesture waved", a law \ 

'Tis he indeed — disarmed but undepresl , 

His sole regret the life he still possesl ; 

His wounds too slight, though taken with that will , 

Which would have kissed the band that then could kill. 

Oh were there none , of all the many given , 

To send his soul — he scarcely asked to heaven ? 

Must be alone of all retain his breath , 

Who more than all had striven and struck for death ? 

He deeply felt — what mortal hearts must feel , 

When thus reversed on faithless fortune's wheel , 

For crimes committed , and the victor's llireat 

Of lingering tortures to repay the debt — 

He deeply , darkly felt ; but evil pride 

That led to perpetrate — now serves to hide. 

Still in his stern and self - collected mien 

A conqueror's more than captive's air is seen , 

Though faint with wasting toil and stiffening wound, 

But few that saw— so calmly gazed around : 

Though the far shouting of the d'lslanV. eTo^«\ , 

Jheir tremorg o'er, rose iasolenl^ VouOl , 



30 THE CORSAIR. 

The l)€!ler warriors who belield him near , 
Insulted not the foe who taught them fear ; 
And the grim guards that to bis durance led , 
In silence eyed him with a secret <Jread. 

IX. 
The leech was sent — but not in mercy — there 
To note how much the Hfe yet left could bear'; 
He found enough to load with heaviest chain , 
And promise feeling for the wrench of pain-: 
To — morrow — yea — to-morrow's evening sun 
Will sinking see impalement's pangs begun , 
And rising with the wonted blush of morn 
Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne. 
Of torments this the longest and the worst , 
Which adds all other agony to thirst , 
That day by day death still forbears to slake , 
While famished vultures flit around the stake. 
« Oh ! water — water ! >» — smiling Hate denies 
The victim's prayer — for if he drinks— he dies. 
This was his doom. — The leech , the guard were gon< 
And left proud Conrad fettered and alone. 

X. 
'Twere vain to paint to what bis feelings grew — 
It even were doubtful if their victim knew. 
There is a war » a chaos of the mind , 
When all its elements convulsed — combined — 
Lie dark and jarring with perturbed force , 
And gnashing with impenitent Remorse ; 
That juggling fiend — who never spake before — 
But cries , « I warned thee ! >» when the deed is »'en 
Vain voice I the spirit bnrniDg but unbent , 
May wrilhe — rebel — the weak alone repent ! 
Even in that lonely hour when most it feels , 
And , to itself , all — all that self reveals , 
No single passion , and no ruling thought , 
That leaves tlxi rest a» once unseen , unsought ; 
/?/// the wild prospect vrlven l\\e w»s3l iv*\e?w% — 
AH rushing lltroa^U their ihouaawA avetv\>e%. 
Awhitiou's c/reaius expiring , Vo^fe*» tcy^v » 
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Endanger'd glory , life itself beset ; 

The joy uutastcd , the conleinpt or hale 

Gaiast tliose who fain would triumph iu our fate; 

The hopeless past, the hasting futui^ driven 

Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven ; 

Deeds , thouglits , and words , perhaps remembered not 

So keenly till that hour , but ne'er forgot ; 

Things light or lovely in their acted time , 

But now to stern reflection each a crime ; 

The withering sense of evil unrevcalcd , 

Not cankering less because the more concealed — 

All I in a word , from which all eyes must start-, 

That opening sepulchre — tlie naked heart 

Bares with its buried woes , till Pride awake , 

To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break. 

Ay — Pride can veil , and Courage brave it all , 

All — all — before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 

Each hath some fear , and he who least betrays, 

The only hypocrite deserving praise : 

Not ihe loud recreant wretcli who boasts and flies ; 

Bat lie who looks on death — and silent dies, 

So sleel'd by pondering o'er his far career , 

He halfway meets him should he menace near ! 

XL 
In the high chamber of his highest tower , 
Sate Conrad , fettered in the Pacha's power. 
His palace perished in the ilame — this fort 
Contained at once his captive and his court. 
Kot much could Conrad of his sentence blame : 
His foe , if vanquislied , had but shared the same :— 
Alone he sate — in solitude had scanned 
His guilty bosom , but that breast he manned : 
One thought alone he could not — dared not meet— - 
•« Oh , how these tidings will Medora greet ? »» 
Then — only then — his clanking hands he raised , 
And strained with rage the chain on w\\\c\\\\e ^;vf.^\ 
But soon be found — or/eigiiod — or drcameA teVv^ , 
And smiledia seU-derision of his j»T\el, 
-r Audoow come torlure when ii will— or mvj ». 
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« More need of rest to nerve me for the day ! » 
This said , with languor to his mat he crept , 
And , whatsoe'er his visions , quickly slept. 
'Twas hardly midnight when that fray begun , 
For Conrad's plans matured , at once were done ; 
And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time , 
She scarce had left an uncommitted crim&. 
One hour beheld him since the tide he stemmed — 
Disguised — discovered — couquering—ta'cn— coude; 
A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep — 
Destroying — saving — prisoned — and asleep ! 
He slept in calmest seeming — for his breath 
Was bushed so deep — Ah I happy if in death ! 
He slept-Wbo o'er his placid slumber bends ? 
His foes are gone — -and here he hath no friends ; 
Is it some seraph sent to grant him grace ? 
No /lis an earthly form with heavenly face! 
Its white arm raised a lamp — yet gently hid , 
Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 
Of that closed eye , which opens but to pain , 
And once unclosed — but once may close again. 
That form , vith eye so dark , and cheek so fair , 
And auburn waves of gemmed and braided hair ; 
With shape of fairy Ughtness — naked foot , 
That shines like snow , and falls on earth as mute 
Through guards and dunnest night how came it ti 
Ah ! rather ask what will not woman dare? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee , Gulnare ! 
She could not sleep — and while the Pacha's rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate- guest , 
She left his side — his signet-ring she bore , 
Which oft in sport adorned her hand before — 
And with it , scarcely questioned , won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign obey 
Worn out with toil , and tired with changing blow 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose ; 
Jnd clifJI and noddiog at the VurreV Aoot , 
Tbej stretch their h'stless limbs , av\A \\»Vv:\\ ^\c 
^«/Jf/ raised their Jjead« to hail \he »\%iveww^ , 
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Nor ask or what or who the sign may bring. 
She gazed in wonder j <« Can he calmly sleep , 
« While other eyes his fall or ravage weep? 
cc And mine in restlessness are wandering here — 
« What sudden spell hath maxle this man so dear? 
« True — 'lis to him my life , and more , I owe , 
« And me and mine he spared from worse than woe : 
« *Ti8 late to think — but soft — his slumber breaks— 
« How heavily he sighs! — he starts — awakes ! » 
He raised his head — and dazzled wilh the light , 
His eye seemed dubious if it saw aright : 
He moved his hand — the grating of his chain 
Too harshly told him that he lived again, 
•c What is that form? if not a shape of air, 
« Methiuks , my jailor's face shows wond'rous fair ! » 
a Pirate ! thou know'st me not — but I am one , 
«c Grateful for deed thou liast too rarely done ; 
« Look on me — and remember her , thy hand 
•( Snatched from the flames , and thy more fearful band. 
« I come through darkness — and I scarce know why — 
« Yet not to hurt — I would not see thee die.»> 
cc If so , kind lady ! thine the only eye 
cc That would not here in that gay hope delight : 
c< Theirs is the chance — and let them use their right, 
cc But still I thank their courtesy or thine , 
cc That would confess me at so fair a shrine !» 
Strange though it seem — yet wilh cxtremest grief 
Is linked a mirth — it doth not bring relief — 
That playfulness of sorrow ne'er beguiles , 
And smiles in bitterness — but still it smiles ; 
And sometimes wilh the wisest and the best , 
Till even the scaffold echoes wilh their jest ! 
Yet not the joy to which it seems akin — 
It may deceive all hearts, save that within. 
Whale'er it was that flashed on Cout;!^ , wy« 
A }aughiog wildness half unbeulYvVabto'w *. 
And these bis accents had a sound oi to^tN^ , 
As if the last he could enjoy on eaT\\\ *, .r 

Yel'gaiast hia nature— for IhrouaVi vWv «^^^^^ ^"^li 
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Few thoughts bad lie to spare from gloom aad ftlrifo. 

XIV. 
« Corsair! thy doom isoamed — but I have power 
«« To soothe the Pacha in his weaker hour. 
« Thee would I spare — nay more — wouid save lliee now , 
« But this — lime — hope — nor even ihy strength aUow ^ 
«< But ail I can , I will : at least , delay 
« The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 
« More now were ruin — even thyself were loth 
« The vain attempt sliould bring but doom to both.** 
« Yes ! — loth indeed : — ray soul is nerved to all , 
« Or fali'n too low to fear a further fall : 
« Tempt not thyself with peril; me with hope , 
« Of Hight from foes with whom I could not cope ; . 
« Unfit to vanquish — shall I meanly fly , 
c< The one of all my band that would not die ? 
« Yet there is one — to whom my memory clings , 
« Till to these eyes her own wild softness, springs. 
«< My sole resources in the path I trod 
« Were these — my bark — my sword — my love— my Gf>^ 
« The last I left in youth — he leaves me now — 
« And Man but works his will to lay me low. 
«< I have no tliought to mock his throne with prayer 
« Wrung from the coward crouching of despair ; 
« It is enough — 1 breathe — and I can bear. 
« My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
« That might have belter kept so true a brand ; 
« My bark is sunk or captive — but my love — 
c< For her in soolh my voice would mount above : ,, 
« Oh ! she is all that still to earlh can bind — 
« And this will break a heart so more than kind , 
.c And blight a form — till thine appeared , Gulnare! 
«< Mine eye ne'er asked if others were as fair ?» 
«< Thou lov'st another then? — but what to me 
« Is this — 'tis nothing — nothing e'er can be : 

But yet — iboa iov'st — and OViW «fcw^ VSoo^^ 

'< Whose hearts on hearts as iak^^VuV c?iuTe>^o%e , 

'* Who never feel the void — ihe viatvdetvc\% ^\tfi»^^^. 

' That sisha n'nw v:e;rkr«a &iipA> n& wiiweVia^Sd-wtow^^'' 
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^^atTy — metbonglit thy lov.i was his , for whom 

This arm redeemed thee from a fiery tomb.** 

tfy love stem Seyd's ! Oh — No — No — not my love — 

fet much this heart , that strives no more , ooce strove 

To meet his passion — but it would not be. 

[fell — I feel — love dwells with — wiili the free. 

[ am a slave , a favoured slave at best, 

To share his splendour , and seem very blest! 

3ft must my soul the question undergo , 

Df — * Dost thou love ? and burn to answer *No V 

Oh ! hard it is that fondness to sustain , 

4nd struggle not to feel averse in vain; 

3ut harder still the heart's recoil to bear , 

/Indhide from one — perhaps another there. 

Be lakes the hand I give not — oor withhold — 

Its pulse nor checked- — nor quickened — calmly cold : 

And when resigned '^ it drops a lifeless weight 

From one I never loved enough to hate. 

No warmth tl^^se lips return by his imprest, 

knd chilled remembrance shudders o'er the resi* 

Yes — had I ever proved that passion's zeal ^ 

The change to hatred were at least to feel :. 

But still — ■ he- goes unmoumed — returns unsought— 

And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

Or when reftection comes^ and come it must — - 

I fear that henceforth 'twill but bring disgust ; 

I am his slave -— but » in despite of pride y 

'Twere worse than bondage to become his bride. 

Oh I that this dotage of his breast would cease ! 

Oi^fepsk another and give mine release , 

B'lt yesterday— I could have said ^ to peace ! 

Yes — if uuwonted fondness now I feign , 

Remember — captive ! 'tis to break thy chain ; 

Repay the liie that to thy hand I owe ; 

To giv£ thee back to all endeared below , 

Who share such love as I can never Vuo'vi . 

Farewell — morn breaks — and 1 musl ivo^ ow^ *• 

Twill cost me dear — but dread uol Aea^VXiVo-^^^^- ^ 
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XV. 

She pressed bis fetlered fingers to her heart , 

And bowed her head , and turned her to depart ; 

And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone.' 

And was she here ? and is he now atone ? 

What gem bath dropped and sparkles o'er his chain 

The tear most sacred , shed for other's pain , 

That starts at once — bright — pure — from Pit j*s i 

Already polished by the hand divine ! 

Oh ! loo convincing — dangerously dear — 

In woman's eye the unanswerable tear ! 

That weapon of her weakness she can wield , 

To save , subdue — at once her spear and shield : 

Avoid it — Virtue ebbs and Wisdom errs , 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers ! 

What lost a world , and bade a hero fly ? 

The timid tear in Cleopatra's eye. 

Yet be the soft triumvir's fault forgiven , 

By this — how many lose not earth — b&t heaven I 

Consign their souls to man's eternal foe , 

And seal their own to spare some wanton' woo 

XVI. 
*Tis morn — and o'er his altered features play 
The beam's-^ without the hope of yesterday. 
What shall he be ere night? perchance a thing 
O'er which the raven flaps her funeral wing : 
By his closed eye unheeded and unfelt , 
While sets that sun , and dews of evening melt , 
Chill — wet — and misty round each stiffened lis^ 
Refreshing earth — reviving ail but him ! IP 
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THE CORSAIR. 

CANTO IFI. 



u Come vedi — ancor non m'abbandonfe. » 

Damts. 



I. 

Slow sinks , more lovely ere Uis race be run , 
Along Morea's hills she letting sun 
Not , as in Norlhern climes , obscurely bright , 
But one unclouded blaze of living light ! 
0*er the hushed deep the yellow beam he throws , 
Gilds the green wave , that trembles as it glows. 
On old iEgina's rock , and Idra's isle , 
The god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 
0*er his own regions Irngering , loves lo shine , 
Thougli there his altars are no more divine. 
Descending fast the mountain shadows kiss 
The glorious gulf , unconquered Salamis ! 
Their azure arches through the long expanse 
More deeply purpled meet his mellowing glance , 
Andtenderest tints, along their summits driven, 
Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven ; 
Till , darkly shaded from the land and deep , 
. Behind his Delphian cliff he sinks to sleep. 
On such an eve , his palest beam he cast , 
When — Athens ! here thy Wisest looked this last. 
How watched thy belter sons his ^atevNeW tvj , 
That closed their murdered sage &\alcsX Cloi'^ \ 
Ijhi yet — not yet — Sol pauses on lVie\\\\\ — 
7»e/*recioii5/iour of parlinclinaers &u\\ ', 
Ifatsadbls light to agonizinl ey^, 
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And (lark the raoiintain's once deUi»Iilful dyes : 
Gloom o'er the lovely land he seemed lo pour , 
The land , where Phoebus never frowned before ; 
But ere he sunk below Gilhxron's head ; 
The cup of woe was quaffed — the spirit fled — 
The soul of him who scorned to fear or fly — 
"Who lived and died , as none can live or die ! 
But lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain , 
The queen of night asserts her silent reign. 
No murky vapour , herald of the storm , 
Hides her fair face , nor girds her glowing form ; 
With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play ,. 
There the while column greets her grateful ray , 
And, bright around with quivering beams be jet, 
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret : 
The groves of olive scattered dark and wide 
"Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide , 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque. 
The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk, 
And, dun and sombre 'mid the holy cabn, 
Near Theseus* fane yon solitary palm , 
All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye — 
And dull were his that passed them heedless by. 
Again the iEgean, heard no more afar, 
Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war; 
Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long array of sapphire and of gold , 
Mixt with the shades oi many a distant isle , 
That frown — where gentler Ocean seems lo smile. 

H. 
Not now my theme — why turn my thoughts to thee ? 
Oh ! who can look along thy native sea , 
Nor dwell upon thy name , whale'er the tale , 
So much its magic must o'er all prevail ? 
Who that beheld that sun upon thee set , 
Fair Athens ! could thine evening face forget ? 
Not he — whose heart nor time nor distance frees 
Spell-bound within the clustering Cyclades ! 
'^or seems Uiis homage foreign lo b\a sViawv , 
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His Corsair's isle was once thine own domain — 
Would that with freedom it were thine agaifii! 

HI. 
The sun hath Sunk — and , darker than the night , 
Sinks with his beam upon the beacon height — 
Medora's heart — the thinl day's come and gone — 
With it he comes not — sends not — faithless one ! 
The wind was fair though light , and storms were oone. 
Last eve Anselmo's bark returned , and yet 
Bis only tidings that they had not met ! 
Though wild , as now , far different were the tale 
H ad Conrad waited for that single sail. 
The night-breeze freshens — she that day had past 
In watching all that Hope proclaimed a mast ; 
Sadly she sate — on high — Impatience bore 
At last her footsteps to the midnight shore , 
And there she wandered heedless of the spray 
That dashed her garments oft , and warned away ; 
She saw not — felt not this — nor dared depart , 
Nor deemed it cold — her chill was at her heart ; 
Till grew such certainty from that suspense — 
His very sight had shocked from life or sense ! 
It came at last — a sad and shattered boat, 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought ; 
Soind bleeding — all most wretched — these the few — 
Scarce knew they how escaped — this all they knew. 
In silence , darkling , each appeared to wait 
His fellow's mournful guess at Conrad's fate : 
Something they would have said ; but seemed to fear 
To trust their accents to Medora's ear. 
She saw at once , yet sunk not — trembled not — 
Beneath that grief , that loneliness of lot , 
Within that meek fair form , were feelings higli , 
That deemed not till they found their energy. 
While yet was Hope — they softened — fluttered — wept — 
All lost — that softness died not — but it slept; 
iVnd o'er it» slumber rose that Strength whlcK %;v\A. , 
« With nothing left to love — Vliere's i\o\\^aV \.ci ^xe^^. * 
Tis more than nature's ; like the burmu^ vm^x. 
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Delirium gathers from ihe fever's height. 

« Silent you stand — nor would 1 bear you tell 

« What — speak not — breathe not — for I know it well— 

c< Yet would I ask — almost my lip denies 

« The — quick your answer — tell me where he lies?» 

« Lady ! we knpw not — scarce with life we fled ; 

« But here is one denies that he is dead : 

«< lie saw him bound , and bleeding — but alive. » 

She heard no further — twas in vain to strive — 

So throbbed each vein -each thought -till then withstood; 

Her own dark soul — these words at once subdued — 

She totters — falls — and senseless had the wave 

Perchance but snatched her from another grave ; 

But that with hands though rude, yet weeping eyes, 

They yield such aid as Pity's haste supplies : , 

Dash o*er her deathlike cheek the Ocean dew , ' 

Raise — fan — sustain — till life returns anew , 

Awake her handmaids , with the matrons leave 

That fainting form o'er which they gaze and grieve; 

Then seek Anselmo's cavern , to report 

The tale too tedious — when the triumph short. 

IV. 
In that wild council words waxed warm and strange, 
With thoughts of ransom , rescue , and revenge ; 
All , save repose or flight — still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spire, and forbade despair; 
Whale'er his fate — the breasts he formed and led. 
Will save him living , or appease him dead. 
Woe to his foes ! there yet survive a few , 
Whose deeds are daring , as their hearts are true. 

V. 
Within the Haram*s secret chamber sate 
Stern Seyd , still pondering o'er his Captive's late ; 
His thoughts on love and hate alternate dwell , 
Now with Gulnarc , and now in Conrad's cell : 
Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 
Surveys his brow — would soothe his gloom of mind, 
WhiJe many an anxious glance her lar^c dark e^e 
kSc'ffc/s in its idle search for sympa\.\^7 , 
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Jlis onl^^ bends in s»emiug o'er his beads , 

But inly views his viclim as he bleeds. 

« Pacha ! the day is lliine ; and on ihy crest 

« Sits Triumph — Conrad taken^-fall'n the rest ! 

« His doom is fixed — he dies : and well his fate 

« Was earned — yet much too worthless for thy hale : 

« Methinks , a short release for ransom told 

•« With all his treasure , not unwisely sold ; 

« Report speaks largely of his pirate -hoard — 

« Would that of this my Pacha were the lord ! 

« While bafUed, weakened by this fatal fray — 

« Watched— followed — he were then an easier prey ; 

« But once cut off — the remnant of his band 

<• Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand. » 

«« Gulnare ! — if for each drop of blood a gem 
« Were offered rich as Stamboul's diadem ; 
« If for each hair of his a massy mine 
« Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ; 
« If all our Arab tales divulge or dream 
« Of wealth were here — that gold should not redeem ! 
« It had not now redeemed a single hour ; 
« But that I know him fettered ; in my power ; 
« And , thirsting for revenge , I ponder still 
« On pangs that longest rack , and latest kill. » 

« Nay Seyd ! — I seek not to restrain thy rage , 
« Too justly moved for mercy to assuage ; 
« My thoughts were only to secure for thee 
« His riches — thus released, he were not free : 
•( Disabled, shorn of half his might and band , 
« His capture could but wait thy first command. 

«c His capture could! — and shall I then resign 
« One day to him — the wretch already mine? 
« Release my foe? — at whose remonstrance? — thine? 
« Fair suitor ! — to thy virtuous gratitude , 
« That thus repays this Giaour's relenting mood , 
« Which thee and thine alone of all could spare, 
« No doubt? — regardless if the prize were fair, 
« My thanks and praise alike are due — uo'^ Vv<i^t\ 
« I have a counsel for thy gentler eaiY -. 
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*< I do mislnisl thee, woman! an<l each wor«l 

« Of thine stamps truth on ali Suspicion heard. 

« Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai — 

«< Say , wert thou lingering there with him to fly? 

»< Thou need'sl not answer — ihy confession speaks ! 

<« Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks ; 

t< Then , lovely dame , bethink thee ! and beware : 

c< 'Tis not his life alone may claim sach care I 

« Another word and — nay — I need no more. 

<c Accursed was the moment when he bore 

« Thee from the flames , which better far — but — no— 

« I then had mourned thee with a lover's woe — 

« Now 'tis thy lord that warns — deceitful thing ! 

K Know* St thou that I can clip thy wanton wing ? 

•< In words alone I am qot wont to chafe : 

« Look to thyself — nor deem thy falsehood safe ! »■ 

He rose — and slowly , sternly thence withdrew , 

Rage in his eve and threats in his adieu : 

Ah ! little recked that chief of womanhood — 

Wliich frowns ne*er quelled , nor menaces subdued ; 

And little deemed he what U\y heart, Gulnare! 

When soft could feel , and when incensed could dare. 

His doubts appeared to wrong — nor yet she knew 

How deep the root from whence compassion grew— 

She was a slave — from such may captives claim 

A fellow-feeling , differing but in name ; 

Still half unconscious — heedless of his wrath , 

Again she ventured on the^ilangerous path , 

Again his rage repelled — until arose 

That strife of thought , the source of woman's woes ! 

VI. 
Meanwhile — long anxious — weary — still — the same 
Rolled day and night — his soul could terror tame —-^ 
This fearful interval of doubt and dread , 
When every hour might doom him worse than dead » 
When every step that echoed by the gate , 
Might entering lead where axe and stake await ; 
When every voice that grated on his ear 
Jif/jlii be the last that he could ever be^ir v 
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ould terror tame — that spirit stern and high 

[ad proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

rwas worn — perhaps decayed — ^yet silent bore 

hat conflict deadlier far than all before : 

he heat of fight , the hurry of the gale , 

eavc scarce one thought inert enough to quail ; 

ut bound and fixed in fettered solitude , 

o pine , the prey of every changing mood ; 

o gaze on thine own heart ; and meditate 

'revocable faults , and coming fate — 

oo late the last to shun — the first to mend— * 

'o count the hours that struggle to tliine end , 

^ith not a hriend to animate , and tell 

o other ears that death became thee well ; 

round thee foes to forge the ready lie , 

.nd blot life's latest scene with calumny ; 

lefore thee tortures , which the soul can dare , 

'et doubts bow well the shrinking flesh may bear; 

(ut deeply feels a single cry would shame , 

"o valour s praise thy last and dearest claim ; 

"he life thou leav'st below , denied above 

ty kind monopolists of lieavenly love ; 

^nd more than doubtful paradise — thy lieaven 

M earthly hope — thy loved one from thee riven. 

>uch were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain , 

Vnd govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 

ind those sustained he— boots it well or ill? 

^ince not to sink beneath, is something still ! 

vn. 

The first day passed — he saw not her — Gulnarc — 

The second — third — and still she came not there ; 

Boi what her words avouched , her charms had done , 

Or else he had not seen another sun. 

The fourlk day rolled alone , and with the night 

(^ame storm and darkness in their mingling might : 

Ob ! how he listened to the rushing deep , 

That ne*er till now so broke upon his sleep ; 

Aq() his wild spirit wilder wishes sent , 

Housed J>/ the roar oilus own elemenll 
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Ofl bad he ridden on that winged wave , 
And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ; 
And now its dashing echoed on his ear ; 
A long known voice — alas ! too vainly near ! 
Loud sung the wind above; and, doubly loud, 
Shook o*er liis turret cell the thunder-cloud; 
And flashed the lightning by the latticed bar. 
To him more genial than the midnight star : 
Close to the glimmering grate he dragged his chain, 
And hoped that peril might not prove in vain, 
lie raised his iron hand to Heaven , and prayed 
One pitying flash to mar the form it made : 
His steel and impious prayer attract alike — 
The storm rolled onward and disdained to strike ; 
lis peal waxed fainter — ceased — he felt alone , 
As if some faithless friend had spurned his groan ! 

VHI. 
The midnight passed — and to the massy door , 
A light step came — it paused — it moved once more; 
Slow turns tlie grating bolt and sullen key : 
* f is as his heart foreboded — that fair she ! 
Whale'er her sins , to him a guardian saint , 
And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint; 
Yet changed since last within that cell she came , 
More pale her cheek , more tremulous her frame ; 
On him she cast her dark and hurried eye , 
Which spoke before her accents — « thou must die! 
« Yes , thou must die — there is but one resource , 
« The last — the worst — if tdrlure were not worse. » 
« Lady ! I look to none — my lips proclaim 
« What last proclaimed the^ — Conrad still the same : 
« Why should'st thou seek an outlaw's life to spare, 
« And change the sentence I deserve to bear? 
«< Well have I earned — nor here alone— the meed 
« Of Seyd's revenge , by many a lawless deed. » 

« Why should I seek ? because — Oh ! didst thou not 
" Redeem my life from worse lViaiis\vierj*«»\o'0 

Whf should I seek ? — halli misct'j m^iiic \V«i^\X«Av 
To the fond workings of a Nvomaiu'* nivcAV 
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And must I say? albeit ray heart rebel 
With all lliat woman fjeels , but should not tell — 
Because — despite thy crimes — that heart is moved : 
It feared thee - thanked thee - pitied - maddened - loved. 
Reply not , tell not now thy tale again , 
Thou lov*sl another — and 1 love in vain ; 
Though fond as mine her bosom , form more fair, 
I rush through peril which she would not dare. 
"Were I thine own — thou wert not lonely there : 
An outlaw's spouse — and leave her lord to roam ? 
What hath such gentle dame to do with home? 
But speak not now — o'er thine and o'er my head 
Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 
If thou hast courage still , and would'st be free , 
Receive this poniard — rise — and follow me ! » 
cc Ay — in my chains ! my steps will gently tread , 
YTith these adornments , o'er each slumbering head ! 
Thou hast forgot — is this a garb for fltght ? 
Or is that instrument more fit for fight? » 
« Misdoubting Corsair ! I have gained the guard , 
Ripe for revolt , and greeedy for reward. 
A single word of mine removes that chain : 
Without some aid how here could I remain ? 
Well , since we met , hath sped my busy time , 
If in aught evil , for thy sake the crime : 
The crime — 'tis none to punish those of Seyd — 
That hated tyrant , Conrad — he must bleed ! 
I see thee shudder — but my soul is changed — 
Wronged — spurned — reviled — and it shall be avenged- 
« Accused of what till now my heart disdained — 
' Too faithful , though to bitter bondage chained. 
^ Yes , smile ! — but he had little cause to sneer , 
' I was not treacherous then — nor thou too dear : 
^ But he has said it — and the jealous well , 
' Those tyrants , teasing , tempting to rebel , 
f Deserve the fate their fretting Ups ioteVeW. 
f I never loved — he bought me — sowve^V^^vVkx^— 
Since with me came a heart he couXA. tioV Vi>y5 • 
I was a Blare uomurmuring ; he haxh ft«^«^ » 
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« Bat for Iiis rescue I wiih thee had fled. 
« 'Twa8 false iliou know'st — but lei such augurs rue; 
« Their words are omens Insult renders true. 
« Nor \*a8 thy respite granted to ray prayer; 
« This fleeting grace was only to prepare 
« New torments for thy life , and my despair. 
« Mine too he threatens ; but his dotage still 
« "Would fain reserve me for his lordly will : 
« When wearier of these fleeting charms and roe; 
« There yawns the sack — and yonder rolls the sea ! 
t< What , am I then a toy for dotard's play, 
« To wear but till the gilding frets away? 
«« I saw ihee — loved thee — owe thee all — would save, 
« If but to shew how grateful is a slave. 
c< But had he not thus menaced fame and life , 
« (And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in strife ) 
« I still had saved thee — but the Pacha spared. 
« Now 1 am all thine own — for all prepared : 
« Thou lov'st me not — nor know'st — or but the worst. 
«« Alas ! this love — that hatred are the first — 
« OhI could'st thou prove my truth, thou would'st not Itt^ 
« Nor fear the fire that lights an eastern heart , 
« *Ti8 now the beacon of thy safety — now 
« It points within the port a Mainoie prow : 
« But in one chamber, where our path must l«ad, 
« There sleeps — he must not wake — the oppressor Sejfd! 
« Gulnare — tiulnare — I never felt till now 
« My abject fortune , withered fame so low : 
« Seyd is mine enemy : had swept my band 
« From earth with ruthless but with open hand , 
« And therefore came I , in my bark of war , 
« To smite the smiler with the scimitar ; 
" Such is ray weapon — not the secret knife — 
« Who spares a woman's seeks not slumber*8 life. 
« Thine saved I gladly, lady, not for this — 
«« Let me not deem that mercy shewn amiss. 
** Now fare thee well — more peace be 'w\>\v\Vj^^"^^^^^^ 
' Night wears apace — my \ast oi eaxWA^ Tes\\ ■« 
Jtest! Rest I by sunrise musl ih"2f smevjs 4>aaS^^ , 
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<c An d tby limbs wrlihe arouiid the ready stake. 

« I beard Uie order — saw — I will not see — 

«c If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. 

•« My U^e — my love — my hatred — all below 

«c Are on ibis cast — Corsair .' 'tis but a blew ? 

« Without it , flight were idle — how evade 

«< His sure pursuit? my wrongs too unrepaid, 

« My youth disgraced — the long , long wasted years , 

« One blow shall cancel witli our future fears ; 

c< Bui since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 

ce ril try the firmuess of a female hand. 

c< The guards are gained — one moment all were o*er — 

•c Corsair ! we meet in safety or no more ; 

M If errs my feeble hand , the morning cloud 

•c Will hover o'er thy scaffold, and my shroud! » 

IX. 
She turned , and vanished ere he could reply , 
Bat his glance followed far with ea ger eye ; 
And gathering, as he could, the links that bound 
His form , to curl their length , and curb their sound , 
Since bar and bolt no more his steps preclude , 
He , fast as fettered limbs allow, pursued. 
'Twas dark and winding, and he knew not where 
That passage led ; nor lamp nor §^ard were there : 
He sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak ? 
Chance guides his steps — a freshness seems to bear 
Full on his brow , as if from morning air — 
He reached an open gallery — on his eye 
Gleamed the last star of night , the clearing sky : 
Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight. 
Towards it he moved , a scarcely closing door 
Revealed the ray within , but nothing more. 
With hasty step a figure outward past , 
Thee paused — and turned — and paafteOi— '^A'^^'fc'^^.^as^'^* 
No poniard in thai hand — nor sign ol \\\. — ^ ^ 

•^ Thanks to that softening heart — a\ie coxjX^ xtfA^^^ ' 
Again he looked , Hie mldciesa ol Vi« e^^ 
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Starts from the day abrupt ami fearfully. 

Slie slopped — threw back her dark far-floaling hair? 

That nearly veiled her face and bosom fair : 

As if she late had bent her leaning head 

Above some object of her doubt or dread. 

They meet — upon her brow — unknown — forgot — 

Her hurrying hand had left — 'twas but a spot — 

Its hue was all he saw , and scarce withstood — 

Oh ! slight but certain pleda;e of crime — 'tis blood ! 

He had seen battle — he had brooded lone 

O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ; 

He had be^u tempted — chastened — and tlie chain 

Yet on his arms might ever there remain : 

But ne'er from strife — captivity — remorse — 

From all his feehngs in their inmost force — 

So thrilled — so shuddered every creeping vein , 

As now they froze before that purple stain. 

That spot of blood, that light but guilty streak , 

Had banished all the beauty from her cheek ! 

Blood he had viewed — could view unmoved — but the 

It flowed in combat , or was shed by men ! 

XI. 
« 'Tis done — he nearly waked — but it is done. 
« Corsair ! he perished — thou art dearly won. 
«< All words would now be vain — away — away ! 
« Our bark is tossing — 'tis already day. 
» The few gained over , now are wholly mine , 
« And these thy yet surviving band shall join : 
« Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand, 
« When once our sail forsakes this haled strand. » 

' XH. 

She clapped her hands — and through the gallery poiir 
Equipped for flight , her vassals — Greek and Moor ; 
Silent but quick they sloop , his chains unbind ; 
Once more his limbs are free as mountain wind ! 
Bui on his heavy heart such sadness sBiVe , 
As if they there transferred lUat iron "wcv^aX. 
^o words are uttered — al Ucr s\^n , a ^oo^ 
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reaU the secret passage to the shore ; 
J city lies befiind — they speed , they reach 
! glad waves dancing on the yellow bead) ; 
1 Conrad following , at her beck , obeyed , 
' cared he now if rescued or betrayed ; 
istance w^ere as useless as if Seyd 
lived lo view the doom his ire decreed. 

XIII. 
barked , the sail unfurled , the light breeze blew — 
V much had Conrad's memory to review ! 
ik he in contemplation , till the cape 
ere last he anchored reared its giant shape. 
! — since that fatal night , though brief the time , 
1 swept an age of terror , grief, and crime, 
ts far shadow frowned above the mast , 
veiled his face , and sorrowed as he past ; 
thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band , 
fleeting triumph and bis failing hand; 
thought on her afar , his lonely bride — 
turned and saw — Gulnare , the homicide ! 

XIV. 
watched his features till she could not bear 
ir freezing aspect and averted air , 
I that strange fierceness foreign to her ey6 , 
quenched in tears , too late to shed or dry, 
knelt beside him and his hand she prest , 
'hou may'st forgive though Alla's self detest 
tut for that deed of darkness, what wert ih'ou ? 
Leproach me — but not yet — Oh ! spare me now ! 
am not what I seem — this fearful night 
ly brain bewildered — do not madden quite ! 
r I had never loved — though less my guilt , 
'hou hadst not lived to — hate me — if thou wilt. » 

XV. 
wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
n her,. though undesigned , ihe \?Te\c\\\v^\sv"a.^^\ 
speechless nil, deep , dark , and ux\e;iL\>\«i%\. v 
' bleed within thai silent ceU — Vua Vitea^aX. 
mward, fair the breeze , nor Tov\%Vvv\vfe>^^^ ^ 
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The bliip wavps sport nroumi llie slern they urge ; 

Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck — 

A sj)ol — a mast — a sail — an armed deck ! 

Their little bark her meu of watch descry , 

And ampler canvas woos the wind from high ; 

She bears her down majestically near , 

Speed on her prow , and terror in her tier ; 

A flash is seen — the ball beyond their bow - 

Booms harmless , hissing to the deep below. 

Up rose keen Conrad from his silent trance , 

A long , long absent gladness in his glance ; 

« 'Tis mine — my blood-red flag ! — again — again 

« I am not all deserted on the main ! » 

They own the signal , answer to the hail , 

Doist out the boat at once , and slacken sail. 

« *Tis Conrad! Conrad! » shouting from the deck, 

Command nor duty could their transport check ! 

"With light alacrity and gaze of pride , 

They view him mount once more his vessers side ; 

A smile relaxing in each rugged face , 

Their arms can scare forbear a rough embrace. 

He, half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet , 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Ansetmo's liand , 

And feels he yet can conquer and command ! 

XVI 
These greetings o'er , the feelings that o*erflow , 
Yet grieve to win him back without a blow; 
They sailed prepared for vengeance — had they kno^ 
A woman's band secured that deed her own , 
She were tlieir queen — less scrupulous are they 
Than haughty Conrad how tliey win their way. 
With many an asking smile, and wondering stare , 
They whisper round , and gaze upon Gulnare; 
And her , at once above — beneath her sex , 
Whom blood appalled not , their regards perplex. 
To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye , 
She drops her veil , apd stands in silence by ; 
Her arms are meekly folded on tkat breast , 
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>Yliicli — Conrad safe r— to fate resigned the rest. 
Tbough worse than phrensy could that bosom fill , 
Extreme in love or hale , in good or ill , 
The worst of crimes had left her woman still ! 

XVII. 
This Conrad marked , and felt — ah ! could he less ? 
Hate of that deed — but grief for her distress ; 
'What she has done no tears can wash away , 
And heaven must punish on its angry day : 
But — it was done — he knew , whate*er her guilt , 
For him that poniard smote , that blood was spilt ; 
And he was free ! — and she for him had given 
Her all on earth , and more than all in heaven i 
And now he turned him to that dnrk-eycd slave 
Whose brow was bowed beneath the glance he gave , 
Who now seemed changed and humbled: — faint and meek, 
But varying oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of paleness — all its red 
That fearful spot which stained it from the dead ! 
He took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 
So soft in love — so wildly nerved in hate ; 
He clasped that hand — it trembled — and his own 
Had lost its firmness, and his voice ila tone. 
« Gulnare ! »» — but she replied not — « dear Gulnsire ! » 
She raised her eye — her only answer there — 
At once she sought and sunk in his embrace: 
If he had driven her from that resting place , 
His had been more or less than mortal heart , 
But — good or ill — it bade her not depart. 
Perchance , but for the bodings of his breast , 
His latest virtue then had joined the rest. 
Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That asked from form so fair no more than this, 
The first , the last that Frailty stole from Faith — 
To lips where Love had lavished all his breath , 
To lips — whose broken sighs sucli fragrance Uing ) 
As he had fanned them freshly with iiis win^! 

XVIU. 
Thej §a'm by fwilighl*s hour iWit VoiveX'j '\s\*i. 
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To them the Very rocks appear to smile r < 
The haven bums with many a cheering sound . 
The beacons blaze their wonted stations round, 
The boats are darting o*er the curly bay , 
And sportive dolphins bend them through the spr 
Even the hoarse sea-bird's shrill , discordant shriel 
Greets like the welcome of his tuneless beak ! 
Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleami 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim tlie beami 
Oh ! what can sanctify the joys of home , 
Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled foam 

XIX. 
The lights are high on beacon and from bower , 
And midst thsm Conrad seeks Medora's tower : 
He looks in vain — 'tis strange — and all remarl 
Amid so many , hers alone is dark. 
*Tis strange — of yore its welcome never failed , 
Nor now , perdwnce , extinguished , only veiled. 
With the first boat descends he for the shore ,. 
And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 
Oh ! for a wins; beyond the falcon's tlight , 
To l>ear him like an arrow to thai height ! 
With the first pause the resting rowers gave , 
He waits not — looks not — leaps into the wave , 
Strives through the surge , bestrides the beach , ai 
Ascends the path familiar to his eye. 
He reached his turret door — he paused — no soi 
llroke from within; and all was night around. 
He knocked , and loudly — footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or deemed him nigh 
He knocked — but faintly — for his trembling h 
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 
The portal opens — 'lis a well-known face — 
But not the form he panted to embrace. 
Its lips are silent — twice his own essayed , 
And lailecl to frame the question tliey delayed ; 
He snatched the lamp — its Hght will answer all 
It quits his grasp , expiring in the fall. 
Zfe wou/J not wait for thai reviving t;jin — « 
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As soon couid he hare lingered there for day ;. 
Bet, glimmering through Uie dusky corridor, 
Another chequers o*er the shadowed Ooor; 
His steps the chamber gain — his eyes behold 
AH that hil/heart believed not — yet foretold ! 

XX. 
He turned not — spoke not -^ sunk not — fixed his look , 
And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 
He gazed — how long we gaze despite of pain , 
And know , but dare not own , we gaze in vain ! 
In life itself she was so still and fair , 
That death with gentler aspect withered there ; 
And the cold flowers lM;r colder hand contained ,. 
In that last grasp as tenderly were strained 
As if she scarcely felt , but feigned a sleep , 
And made it almost mockery yet to weep : 
The long dark lashes fringed her lids of snow , 
And veiled— thought shrinks from all that lurked below — 
Oh ! o'er the eye death most exerts his might , 
And hurls the spirit from her throne of light , 
Sinks those blue orbs in that long last eclipse j 
But spares , as yet , the charm around heif lips — 
Yet , yet they seem as they forbore to smile ,, 
And wished repose — but only for a while ; 
But the white shroud , and each extended ires^ ^ 
Long — fair — but spread in utter lifelessness , 
Which , late the sport of every summer wind , 
Escaped the baffled wreath that strove to bind ; 
These — and the pale pure cheek , became the bier — 
But she is nothing — wherefore is lie here ? 

XXI. 
He asked no question — all were answered now 
By the first glance on that still — marble brow. 
It was enough — she died — what recked it how ? 
The love of youth , the hope of belter years , 
The source of softest wishes ; tenderesl fears , 
The only living thing he could not hate , 
Was reil at once — and he deserved Uvs fa^lc , 
Bm djid not feci n less ; — vUe ^ooi\ e'L^Yo^'i ^ 
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Fur pea«e , lliose realms where guilt can never toar 
The proud — the wavward — uho have fixed below 
Their joy — and find this earth enough for woe , 
Lose in that one their all — perdiance a mite — 
But who in patieoceparts with all delight ? 
Full many a stoic eye and aspect stern 
Mask hearts where grief hath little left to learn ; 
And many a withering thought lies hid , not lost , 
In smiles that least befit who wear them most. 

XXII. 
Ry those, that deepest feel , is ill exprest 
The indistinctness of the suffering breast; 
Where thousand thoughts begin to end in ono , 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in nono ; 
No words sufBce the secret soul to show , 
For Truth denies all eloquence to W^oe. 
On Gonrad*s stricken soul exhaustion prest , 
And stupor almost lulled it into rest; 
So feeble now — his mother*s softness crept 
To those wild eyes, which like an infant's wept : 
It was the very weakness of his brain , 
Whith thus confessed without relieving pain. 
None saw his trickling tears — parchance , if seen , 
That useless Hood of grief had never been : 
Nor long tliey flowed — he dried them to depart, 
Inhelpless— ^ hopeless — brokenness of heart : 
The si^n goes forth — but Conrad's day is dim ; 
And the night cometh — ne'er to pass from him. 
There is no darkness like the cloud of mind , 
On Griefs vain eye — the blindest of the blind ! 
Which may not — dare not see — but turns aside 

XXIII. 
His heart was formed for softness — warped to wr< 
Betrayed too early , and beguiled too long ; 
Each feeling pure — as falls the dropping dew 
Within the grot ; like that had hardened too ; 
Less clear, perchance, its earthly trials passed , 
But sunk , and chilled , and petrilie<l at last. 
Ytft tempests wear , and lightning cleaves the rock : 
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[ such his heart, so shattered it the shock. 

'here grew one llower beneath its rugged brow , 

'hough dark the shade — it sheltered — saved till now 

'he thunder came — that bolt hath blasted both , 

'he granite's firmness y and the lily*s growth : 

'he gentle plant hath left no leaf to tell 

is tale , but shrunk and withered where it (ell , 

.nd of its cold protector , blacken round 

•ut shivered fragments on the barren ground ! 

XXIV. 
ris morn — to venture on his lonely hour 
ew dare ; though now Anselmo sought his tower, 
le was not there — nor seen along the shore ; 
>e night , alarmed , their isle is traversed o'er : 
another mom — another bids them seek , 
ind shout his name till echo waxeth weak ; 
flount — grotto — cavern — valley searched in vain , 
rhey find on shore a sea-boat's broken chain : 
lieir hope revives — they follow o'er the main, 
ris idle all — moons roll on moons away , 
nd Conrad comes not — came not since that day : 
)r trace , nor tidings of his doom declare 
here lives his grief , or perished his despair ! 
ng mourned his band whom none could mourn beside ; 
d fair the monument they gave his bride : 
him they raise not the recording stone -^ 
death yet dubious , deeds too widely known ; 
eft a Corsair's name to other times , 
ed with one virtue, and a thousand crimes. 
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I. 

The Serfs are glad through Lara's wide domain. 

And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain ; 

He , their unhoped , hut unforgottea lord , 

The long self-exiled chieftain is restored : 

There be bright faces in the busy hall ; 

Bowls on the board , and banners on tlie wall ; 

Far cliequering o'er the pictured window , plays 

The unwonted faggots' hospitable blaze; 

And gay retainers gather round the hearth , 

With tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirlh. 

If. 
rhe chief of Lara is relumed again : 
nd why had Lara crossed tlie Bounding main ? 
eft by his sire , too young such loss to know , 
ord of himself ; — that heritage of woe ; 
lat fearful empire which the human breast 
it holds to rob the heart within of rest ! — 
1th none to check , and few to point in time 
e tlM)usand paths that slope the way to crime ; 
;n , when he most required commandment , then 
I Lara's daring boyhood governed men. 
kills not f boots not step by step to trace 
youth through all the mazes of its race ; 
t was the course his restlessness had run , 
long enough to leave him half undone. 
Lara left in youth his father-land ; 
om the hour he waved his parting hand 
trace waxed fainter (^ his course , vUV a\V 
early ceased bis memory to Tcca\\- 
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His sire w.is dust , his vassals could declare ; 
'Twas all lliey knew , ihat Lara was not there ; 
Nor sent , nor came he , till conjecture grew 
Cold in the many , anxious in the few. 
His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name , 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame , 
Another chief consoled his destined bride , 
The young forgot him , and the old had died ; 
« Yet doth he Uve ! » exclaims the impatient heir j 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear, 
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
Tiie Laras' last and longest dwelling place ; 
But one is absent from the mouldering file , 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile , 

IV. 
He comes at last in sudden loneliness , 
And whence they know not , why they need notgi: 
They more might marvel, when the greeting's o*e 
Not that he came , but came not long before : 
No train is his beyond a single page , 
Of foreign aspect , and of tender age. 
Years had rolled on , and fast they speed away 
To those that wander as to those that stay ; 
But lack of tidings from another clime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 
They see , they recognise , yet almost deem 
The present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives , nor yet is past his manhood's prime , 
Though seared by toil , and something touched by I 
His faults, whate'er they were , if scarce forgot , 
Might be untaught him by his varied lot ; 
Nor good nor ill of late were known , his name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame : 
His soul in youth was haughty , but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins; 
And such , if not yet hardened in their course , 
JUi'ght he redeemed , nor ask a Vot\^ lemot^fe. 

And they indeed were cbaiv^ed— 'vvs t\vi\<iV\^ %^ 
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"Wliale*cr he be , 'twas not what he had Been r 

Tliat brow in furrowed Ikies had fixed at last , 

And spake of passions , but of passions past : 

The pride , but not the fire , of early days , 

Coldness of mien , and carelessness of praise; 

A high demeanour, and a glance that took 

Their thoughts from olliers by a single look ; 

And that sarcastic levfty of tongue : 

The stinging of a heart the world halh stung , 

That darts in seeming playfulness around ; 

And makes those fi'elthat will not own the wound ; 

All these seemed his , and sometlxjn^ more beneath , 

Than glance could well reveat, or accent breathe. 

Ambition , glory , love , the common aim , 

That some can conquer, and that all would claim, 

"Within his breast appeared no more to strive , 

Yet seemed as lately they had been alive ; 

And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 

At moments lighteneHo'er bis livid face^ 

Not much he loved long question of the past ; 
Nor told of wondrous wilds ,.and deserts vast ; 
Jn those far lands where he had wandered lone , 
And — as himself would have it seem — unknown r 
Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scdn , 
Nor glean experience from his fellow man ; 
But what he had beheld he shunned to show , 
As hardly worth a stranger's care to know ; 
If still more prying such enquiry grew , 
His brow fell darker , and 1ms words more few^^ 

VII. 
Not unrejoiced to sep him once again , 
Warm was liis welcome to the haunts of men ; 
Born of high lineage , linked in high command , 
He mingled with the Magnates of his land; 
Joined the carousals of the great and ^a^ ^ 
And saw them smile or sigh l\\evT Y\out% ;v'««^ v 
But still he only saw , anil did i\o\. sWtc 
The common pleasure or ihe gcueraX e^xe > 
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He did uot fullow what lliey al( pursued 
Willi hope still bafUed, still to be renewed; 
Nor sliadowy honour , nor substantial gain , 
Nor beauty's preference , and the rivars pain : 
Around him some mysterious circle thrown 
Repelled approach, and showed liim still alooe; 
Upon his eye sate something of reproof, 
That kept at least frivolity aloof ; 
And things more timid that beheld him near , 
In silence gazed , or whispered mutual fear -, 
And they the wiser , friendlier few confest 
They deemed him better than his air expre»t. 

vin. 

'Twas strange — In youth all action and aU life , 
Burning for pleastire , not averse from strife ; 
Woman — the field'— the Ocean — all that gavti 
Promise of gladness , peril of a grave , 
In turn he tried — he ransacked all below , 
And found his recompense in joy o^fwoe , 
No tame , trite medium ; for his feelings sought 
In that intenseness an escape from thought : 
The tempest of his heart in scorn had gazed 
On that the feebler elements hath raised ; 
The rapture of his heart had looked on high ; 
And asked if greater dwell beyond the sky : 
Chained to excess , the slave of each extreme , 
How woke he from the wildness of that dream? 
Alas ! be told not — but he did awake 
To curse the withered heart that would not break. 

IX. 
Books , for his volume heretofore was Man , 
With eye more curious he appeared to scan , 
And oft , in sudden mood , for many a day 
From all communion he would start away : 
And then , his rarely called attendants said , 
Through night's long hours would sound !iis hiirrict 
O'er the dark gallery ; where his fathers frowned 
In rude but antique portraiture around : 
They heard ^ but whispered— k that must not be ko 
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«< The sound of words less earthly than his own. 

« Yes , they who chose might smile , but some had seen 

«c They scarce knew what, but more than should have been. 

<c Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 

«c Which hands profane had gathered from the dead , 

« As if to startle all save him away ? 

« Why slept he not when others were at rest? 

4c Why heard no music , and received no guest ? 

*« All was not well they deemed — but where the wrong ? 

«c Some knew perchance — bnt 'twere a tale too long ; 

«c And- such besides were too discvesUy wise , 

•c To more than hint their knowledge in surmise; 

« But if they would — they could » — Around the board , 

Thus Lara's vassals prattled of their lord. 

X. 
It was the night — and Lara's glassy stream 
The stars are studding , each with imaged beam : 
So calm , the waters scarcely seem to stray , 
And yet they glide like happiness away ', 
I\etlecting far and fairy-like from high 
The immortal lights that live along the sky : 
Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree. 
And flowers the fairest that may feast the bee ; 
Such in her chaplet infant Dian wove , 
And Innocence would offer to her love. 
These deck the shore ; the waves their channel make 
In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 
All was so still , so soft in earth and air , 
Voo scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 
Secure that nought of evil could delight 
To walk in such a scene , on such a night ! 
It was a moment only for the good : 
So Lara deemed , nor longer there he stood , 
But turned in silence to his castle-gate ; 
Such scene his soul no more could contemplate : 
Such scene reminded him of other days , 
Of skies more cloudless , moons of purer blaze y 
Of nights more soft and frequent , hearls vWv \vy« — 
No— uo — the storm may beat upon Yi\» btovi , 
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tfofelt — unsparing — bat a night Uke lliis , 
A nigiu of beauty, mocked such breast as his. 

XI. 

He turned within his solitary hall , 

And his high shadow shot along the wall ; 

There were the painted forms of other limes . 

'Twas all they left of virtues or of crimes , 

Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults 

That hid their dust , their foibles , and their faults , 

And half a column of the pompous page , 

That speeds the specibus talc from age to age ; 

Where History's pen its praise or blame supplies : 

And lies like truth, and still most truly lies. 

He wandering mused , and as the moonbeam shone 

Through the dim lattice o'er the floor of stone , 

And the high fretted roof , and saints , that thert 

0*er Gothic windows knell in pictured prayer , 

Reflected in fantastic Ggures grew , 

Like life , but not like mortal life , to view ; 

His bribtling locks of sable brow of gloom , 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume , 

Glanced like a spectre's attributes , and gave 

His aspect all that terror gives ihe grave. 

XH. 
'Twas midnight — all was slumber ; the lone light 
Dimmed in the lamp, as loth lo break the night. 
Hark ! there be murmurs heard in Lara's hall — 
A sound — a voice— a shriek — a fearful call ! 
A long , lond shriek — and silence — did they hear 
That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear? 
They heard and rose , and trcmtilously brave 
Rush where the sound invoked their aid to save; 
They come wiih half-lit lapers in their hands j 
And snatched in startled haste unbelted brands. 

xin. 

Cold as the marble where Jiis length was laid , 
Pale as the beam that o'er liis feature played, 
Was Lara stretched ; his half drawn sabre near , 
Propped it should seem in morfe \kitv iv^\\Kft*% few; 
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t he was firm , or bad been firm tiH now , 
d till defiance knit bis gathered brow ; 
ough mixed with terror , senseless as he lay , 
ere lived upon his lip tlie wish to slay ; 
ne half formed threat in utterance there had died , 
ne imprecation of despairing pride ; 
( eye was ahnost sealed , but not forsook , 
3n in its trance the gladiator's look , 
at oft awake his aspect could disclose , 
d now was fixed in horrible repose, 
ey raise him- bear him ; - hush ! he breathes, he speaks, 
I lip resumes its red , bis eye , though dim , 
lis wide and wild , each slowly quiyering limb 
calls its function , but his words are strung 
terms that seem not of his native tongue ; 
•tinct but strange , enough they understand 
deem them accents of another land , 
d such they were , and meant to meet an ear 
at hears him not — alas ! that cannot bear ! 

XIV. 
( page approached ^ and he alone appeared 
know the import of the words they heard; 
d , by the changes of bis cheek and brow , 
ey were not such as Lara should avow , 
r he interpret , yet with less surprise 
an those aroond , their chieftain's slate he eyes , 
t Lara's prostrate form be bent beside , 
d in that tongue which seemed his own replied , 
d Lara heeds those tones that genily seem 
soothe away the horrors of his dream ; 
Iream it were , that thus could overthrow 
breast that needed not ideal woe. 

. XV. 
late'er his phrensy dreamed or eye beheld, 
'et remembered ne*er to be revealed , 
sts at his heart : the customed morning came , 
d breathed new vigour in his shaken frame ; 
i solace sought he none from priest nor leech, ^ 
i Boon the same ia movement And in. %^^^ 
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J As heretofore he filled the passing hours , 

^ Nor less he smiles , nor more his forehead lours 

Than these ^cre wont; and if the coming night 
Appeared less welcome now to Lara's sights 
He to his marvelling Tassals showed it not , 
Whose shuddering proved their fear was less forgot. 
In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 
The astonished slaves , and shun the fated hail ; 
The waving banner , and the clapping door , 
The rustling tapestry, and the echoing floor; 
The long dim shadows of surrounding trees , 
The flapping bat , the night song of the breeze; 
Aught they behold or hear their thought appals , 
As evening saddens o'er \}\e dark gray walls. 

XVI. 
Vain thought ! that hour of ne'er unravelled gloom 
Came not again , or Lara could assume 
A seeming of forgetfulness , that made 
His vassals more amazed nor less afraid -* 
Had memory vanished then with sense restored? 
Since word , nor look , nor gesture of their lord 
Betrayed a feeling that recalled to these 
That fevered moment of his mind's disease. 
Was it a dream? was Jiis the voice that spoke 
Those strange wild accents ; his the cry that broke 
Their slumber? his the oppressed o*cr-laboured hea 
That ceased to beat , the look that made them start? 
Could he who thus had suffered , so forget , 
'When such as saw that suffering shudder yet ? 
Or did that silence prove his memory fixed 
Too deep for words , indelible , unmixed 
In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 
The heart to show the effect , but not the cause? 
Not so in him ; his breast had buried both , 
Nor common gazers could discern the growth 
Of thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told ; 
TAef cboke the ieehle words i\\al ^oxAd \i^o\^« 

xvn. 

In bim iaexplicablj mixed appeared 
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ch to be loved aod hated , sought and feared ; 

inion varying o'er his hidden lot , 

praise or railing ne'er his name forgot ; 

\ silence formed a ihemc for others' prate — 

sy guessed-they gazed -ihoy fain ^rould know hi» fate. 

lat had he been ? what was he , thus unknown , 

lo walked their world , his lineage only known? 

later of his kind ? yet some would say , 

th them he could seem gay amidst the gay ; 

[ owned , that smile if oft observed and near , 

med in its mirlh , and withered to a sneer; 

at smile might reach his lip > but passed not bj ,. 

ne e'er could trace its laughter to his eye : 

t there was softness too in his regard , 

times } a heart as not by nature hard , 

toDce perceived, his spirit seemed to chide 

ch weakness , as unworthy of its pride ; 

d steeled itself, as scorning to redeem 

e doubt from others half withheld esteem ; 

self-inflicted penance of a breast 

iiich tenderness might once have wrong from rast ; 

vigilance of grief that would compel 

.e soul to hate for having loved too well. 

XVIII. 
icre was in him a vital scorn of all : 
if the worst had fall*n which could befall , 
! stood a stranger in this breathing world, 
i erring spirit from another hurled; 
thing of dark imaginings , that shaped 
choice the perils he by chance escaped ; 
It 'scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 
s mind would half exult and half regret : 
ith more capacity for love than earth 
:stows on most of mortal mould and birth , 
s early dreams of good oulslr\\ipe<V vVl^ VtvjJ^ , 
)d Iroubled manhood follow edbal\\e«\.'^o\s?^\ 
th thought o( years in phanlom c\\3i%e toSs^^'s^^ > 
f wasted powers fop belter purpose \ft«vV% 
Siwj patsioaa that had poured v\v^t ^^w*^ 
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In hurried desolalioQ o'er liis palli , 
And left the belter feelings all at strife 
In wild reflection o'er his stormy life ; 
But haughty still , and loth bimsell to blame , 
He called on Nature's self to share the shaoM, 
And charged all faults upon the fleshly form 
She gave to clog the soul , and feast the worm ; 
'Till he at last confounded good and ill , 
And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 
Too high for common selfishness , he could 
At times resign his own for others' good^ 
But not in pity , not because he ought , 
But in some strange perversity of tliought , 
Tliat swayed him onward with a secret pride 
To do what few or none would do beside ; 
And this same impulse would , in tempting tinM 
Mislead his spirit equally to crime ; 
So much he soared heyond , or sunk beneath 
The men with whom he felt condemned to brea 
And longed by good or ill to separate 
Himself from all who shared his mortal state ; 
His mind abhorring this had fixed her throne 
Far from the world , in regions oi her own : 
Thus coldly passing all that passed below , 
His blood in temperate seeming now would flow 
Ah! happier if it ne'er with guilt had gbwed , 
But ever in that icy smoothness flowed ! 
'Tis true , with other men their path he walked 
And like the rest in seeming did and talked , 
Nor outraged Reason's rules by flaw nor start , 
His madness was not of the head, but heart ; 
And rarely wandered in his speech , or drew 
His thoughts so forth as to offend the view. 

XIX. 
With all that chilling mystery of mien , 
And seeming gladness to remaAU wn&e^u \ 
He had (if 'fwere not nature's V>oon^ mv «X 
Of Bxiog memoty on another* b \iean •- 
*/ warn not /ove perchance— oof ViaXe—«o« « 
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That noriU cau image to express the thought ; 
But they who saw him did not see ia Tain , 
And once beheld y would ask of him again : 
And those to whom he s{ftakc remembered well , 
And on the words, however light, would dwell : 
None knew , nor how , nor why , but he entwined 
Himself perforce around the hearer s raind ; 
There he was stamped , in liking , or in hate , 
If greeted once; however brief the date 
That friendship , pity , or aversion knew, 
Still there within the inmost thought lie grew. 
You could not penetrate his soul , but found , 
Despite your wonder, to your own lie wound ; 
His presence haunted still , and from the breast 
He forced an all-unwilling interest : 
Vain was the struggle in that mental net , 
His spirit seemed to dare yoa to forget ! 

XX. 
There is a festival , where knights and dames , 
And aught that wealth or lofty lineage claims 
Appear — a highborn and a welcome guest 
To Otho's hall came Lara with the rest. 
The long carousal shakes the illumined hall , 
Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball ; 
And tlie gay dance of bounding Beauty's train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 
Blest are the early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well according bauds ; 
It is a sight the careful brow might smooth , 
And make Age smile , and dream itself to youth , 
And Youth forget such iiour was past on earth , 
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth ! 

XXI. 
And Lara gazed on these , sedately glad , 
His brow belied him if his soul was sad ; 
And his glance followed iasl eac\\ ^\sX\.«i:vft% V^\* > 
Whose steps of lightnetis woke no e<Aio ^«<i* 
Me leaned against the loilj piVVai u\^\ , 
W/^/olrfed ajrmg and long Ulenlixe *l«i ^ 
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>or iharked a glance so iternly fi&ed on his — 

III brooked high Lara scrutiny like this : 

At length he caught it, 'lis a face unknown , 

But seems as searching his , and his alone ; 

Prying and dark , a stranger's by his mien , 

Wiio still till now had gazed on him unseen ; 

At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 

Of keen enquiry , and of mute amaze ; 

On Lara's glance emotion gathering grew, 

A?, if distrusting that the stranger threw ; 

Along the stranger's aspect fixed and stern , 

Flashed more than thence the vulgar eye could learn. 

XXIL 
« 'Tts he ! M the stranger cried , and those that hear 
llc-cchoed fast and far the whispered word. 
« 'Tis he ! ** — «*Ti8 who? » they question far and u 
Till louder accents rung on Lara's ear ; 
So widely spread , few bosoms well could brook 
The general mnrvel , or that single look ; 
But Lara slirrednot, changed not , the surprise 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seomcd now subsided , neither sunk nor raised 
Tilanced his eye round, though still the stranger gai 
And drawing uigh , exclaimed , with haughty sneer 
« 'Tis he ! — how came he thence? — what doth he he 

XXIIL 
It were loo much for Lara to pass by 
Such question , so repeated fierce and high; 
Willi look collected , but with accent cold , 
More mildly firm than petuLintly bold , 
He turned, and met the inquisitdrial lone — 
«< My name is Lara!— when thine own is known , 
«< Doubt not my filling answer to requite 
«< The unlooked for courtesy of such a knight. 
•< 'Tis Lara ! — further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 
« I shun no question , and I wear no mask, » 
•^ Tliou shun* si no queslionl Ponder — ^Va VXiet^ wi 
' Thy heart must answer , ibougVv vYvVne ^w ^wA^ 
A/jd detan'gt ihoix me unknown loo'i Oaaa ^%^« 
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«< At least thj memorj vas not given in vain. 

c< Oh ! never canst thou cancel half her debt. 

m Eiernity forbids thee to forget. » 

Willi slow and searching glance upon his face 

Grew Lara's eyes , but nothing there could trace 

They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 

He deigned no answer , but his head he shook , 

And half contemptuous turned to pass away ; 

But the stern stranger motioned him to stay. 

« A word! — I charge thee stay, and answer here 

•< To one , who , wert thou noble , were thy peer , 

•( But , as thou wast and art — nay , frown not , lord , 

«c If false, 'tis easy to disprove the word — 

« But , as thou wast and art , on thee looks down , 

•c Distrusts thy smiles , but shakes not at thy frown. 

« Art thou not he ? whose deeds — » 

cc Whatever I bfr , 
« Words wild as these , accusers like to thee 
« I list no further; those with whom they weigh 
« May hear ihe rest , nor venture to gainsay 
•( The wondrous tale no doubt (hy tongue can tell , 
•( Which thus begins so courteously and well. 
« Let Otho cherish here his polished guest , 
•< To him my thanks and thoughts shall be exprest. » 
And here their wondermg host hath interposed-— 
•( Whate*er there be belwe<:n you undisclosed , 
M This isno time nor fitting place to mar 
•c The^mirthful meeting wilh a wordy war. 
«c If tliou , Sir Ezzelin , hast ought io show 
« Which it befits Co\int Lara's ear to know , 
« To-morrow , here , or elsewhere , as may best 
•c Beseem your mutual judgment , speak the rest ; 
« I pledge myself for thee , as not unknown , 
• Though like Count Lara now returned alone 
•c From other lauds , almost a ftlTaiv%<st ^vv'^v 
•r And if from Lara's blood and f^ei\\\<&>E>Vx>iDt 

* I augur right of courage and o\^ot>3tiv 

• He^m not that untainted Vine beVVe, . ^ ^^ 
Nor Mugbt that knighthood ma^ •^.cxocvV » ^W; 
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« To-morrow be it , « Ezzelin replied , 
« And here our several worth and truth be triad ; 
« I gage my life , my falchion to attest 
«( My words , so may I mingle with the blest ! » 
What answers Lara ? to its centre shrunk 
His soul , in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 
The words of many , and the eyes of all 
Thai there were gathered, seemed on him tt>fiU; 
But his were silent , his appeared to stray 
In far forgetfiilness away — away — 
Alas ! that heedlessness of alt around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXEV. 
« To- morrow! -ay , to-morrow! » further word 
Than those repeated none , from Lara heard ; 
Upon his brow no outward passion spoke , 
From his large eye no flashing anger broke; 
Yet there was something fixed in that low tone , 
Which showed resolve , determined , though unknowi 
Ue seized his eloak — his head he slightly bowed, 
And passing Ezzelin , he left the crowd ; 
And f as he passed him ; smiling met the frown 
With which that chieftain's brow would bear him dowi 
It was nor smile of mirth , nor struggling pride 
That curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot bide; 
But that of one in his own heart secure 
Of all that he would do , or could endure. 
Gould this mean peace? the calmness of the good? 
Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ? 
Alas ! too like iu confidence are each , 
For man to trust to mortal look or speiech ; 
From deeds , and deede alone , may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learii 

XXV. 
And Lara called his page , and went his way — 
Well could that stripling werd or sign obey : 
nis (m\y followcp from those climes aiav , 
W/ierc the soul glows beneath a Y>n§\i\.« *Im\ 
ForLarai left the shore froift ^benoe Vi* »vwtt% > 
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111 iluty palieiU , aiul sedate though joung; 
Silent as liim he served , hia faith appears 
Above his station, and beyond his years. 
Though not unknown the tongue of Lara's land , 
In such irom liim he rarely heard command; 
But ileet his step , and clear his tones would come , 
When Lara's lip breathed forth the words of home : 
Those accents as his native mountains dear , 
Awake their absent echoes in liis ear , 
Friends', kindreds', parents' wonted voice recall , 
Now lost , abjured , for one — his friend , his all : 
For him earth now disclosed no other guide ; 
What marvel then he rarely left hi& side? 

XXVI. 
Light was his form , and darkly delicate 
That brow whereon his native sun had sate , 
But had not marred , though in liis beams lie grew , 
The check where oft the unbidden blush shone through ; 
Yet not such blush as mounts wb«n health would show 
All the heart's hue in that delighted glow ; 
But 'twas a hectic tint of secret care 
That for a burning moment fevered there ; 
And the wild sparkle of his eye seemed caught 
From high , and lightened with electric thought , 
Though its black orb those long low lashes friuge , 
Had tempered with a melancholy tinge ; 
Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there , 
Or if 'twere grief, a grief tliat none should share : 
And pleased not him the sports that please his age , 
The tricks of youth , the frolics of the page , 
For hours on Lara he would fix his glance , 
As all-forgotten in that watchful trance ; 
And from his chief withdrawn he wandered lone , 
Brief were his answers , and his questions none; 
His walk the wood , his sport soOie foreign book 
His resting-place the bank that ciurba the brook : 
He seemed, like him he served ^ to live a^art 
From all Uiat iuros the e^e , At\\^^\\y& ^^V^m^n 
To know no brotherhood , auA VssisA \tcl«a ^saa"^« 
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No gift beyond that bitter boon— our birtii. 

XXVII. 
If aught be loved , 'twas Lara; but was shown 
His faith in reTerence and in deeds alone ; 
Id mute attention ; and his care , which guessed 
Each wish , fulfilled it ere the tongue expressed* 
Still there was haughtiness in all he did , 
A spirit deep that brooked not to be chid ; 
His zeal , though more than that of servile hands , 
In act alone obeys , his air commands ; 
As if 'twas Lara's less than his desire 
That thus he served , but surely not for hire. 
Slight were the tasks enjoined him by his lord ,. 
To hold the stirrup , or to bear the sword ; 
3*0 tune his lute , or if he willed it more , 
On tomes of other times and tongues to pore ; 
But ne'er to mingle with the menial train, 
To whom he showed nor deference nor disdain , 
But that welK-worn reserve which proved he knew 
No sympathy with that familiar crew : 
His soul , whate'er his station or his stem , 
Could bow to Lara , not descend to them. 
Of higher birth he seemed , and better days , 
Hot mark of rulgar toil that hand betrays » 
So femininely white it might bespeak 
Another sex, when matched with that smooth ch«ek 
But for his garb , and something in his gaze . 
More wild and high than woman's eye betrays ; 
A latent fierceness that far more became 
His fiery climate than his tender frame : 
True , in his words it broke not from his breast , 
But from his aspect might be more than guessed. 
Kaled his name , though rumour said he bore 
Another ere he left his mountain-shore ; 
For sometimes he would hear , however nigh ^ 
That name repeated loud without Te\A^ , 
-4s unfamiliar, or, it roused agam , 
jf^f^ /o the aouod , as but remcmbeTeA vV\^t\ v 
i/^/e»s "twag Lara's wonted Toice tUal »x>^V« , 
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For then , ear , eyes , and heart would all a>^e. 

XXVIII. 
He had looked down upon the festive hall , 
And marked that sudden strife so marked of all » 
And when the crowd around and near him told 
Their wonder at the calmness of the bold , 
Their marvel how the high-bom Lara bore 
Such iiisult from a stranger, doubly sore. 
The colour of young Kaled went and came , 
The lip of ashes , and the cheek of flame; 
And o'er his brow the dampening heart-drops tbr«w 
The sickening iciness of that cold dew , 
That rises as the busy bosom sinks 
With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 
Yes — there be things that we must dream and dar« , ' 

And execute ere thought be half aware : 
Whatever might Kaled's be, it was enow 
To seal his lip , but agonize his brow. 
He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 
That sidelong smile upon the knight he past ; 
When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell, 
As if on something recognised right well; 
His memory read in such a meaning more 
Than Lara's aspect unto others wore : 
Forward he sprung — a moment , both were gono , 
And all within that hall seemed left alone ; 
Each had so fixed his eye on Lara's mien , 
All had so mixed their feelings with tliat scene. 
That when his long dark shadow through the porcli 
No more relieves the glare of yon high torch , 
Each pulse beats quicker , and all bosoms seem 
To bound as doubting from too black a dream. 
Such as we know is false , yet dread in sooth , 
Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 
And they are gone — but EzzeUw U \Vvete , 
'With tboughlful visage and im^enow% ^\t \ 
Jfut long rejiiained not ; ere an Vioux c^v^x^^ 
^« wiwd hi$ hand to Otho , MkOi t^n3««^* 
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XXIX. 

The crowd are gone , lite reveller «it rcsi ; 

The courteous host , and all-approving guest y 

Again to that accustomed couch must creep 

Where joy subsides , and sorrow sighs to sleep , 

And man , o'er-laboqred with his being's strife , 

Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 

Ti)ere lie love's feverish hope , and cunning's guile , 

Hate's working brain , and lulled ambition's wile ; 

O'er each vain eye oblivion's pinion^ wave , 

And quenched existence crouches in a grave. 

What better name may slumber's bed become ? 

Night's sepulchre, the universal home, 

Where weakness , strength , vice , virtue , sunk supin 

Alike in naked helplessness recline; 

Glad for a while to heave unconscious breath , 

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death , 

And shun , though day but dawn on ills increast , 

That sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the luast. 



LARA. 
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I. 

Night wanes — the vapours round the mountains curled 
Melt into morn , and Light awakes the world. 
Man has another day to swelljlhc^^pasl , 
And lead him near to little , but his last ; 
But mJ^hl^ Nature bounds as from her birth , 
T//0 sua is in the heavens, andUle oi\ew\\\\ 
r/owers in the valley , splendour in iW. Vje^vwi , 
^ealth on the gale, and freshness invVie stteawv 
**amorcal man! behold her glories alune , 
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And cry , exulting ioly , « they are thine ! » 
Gaze on , while yet thy gladdened eye may tee ; 
A morrow comes when they are not for thee : 
And grieve what m^ above thy senseless bier , 
Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 
Nor cloud shall gather more , nor leaf sliall fhtl , 
Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee , for all ; 
But creeping things shall revel in their spoil , 
And fit thy clay to fertilize the soil. 

n. 

'Tis morn — *tis noon — assembled in the hall , • 
The gathered chieftains come to Ollio's call ; 
*Tis now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara's future fame ; 
When E?zeHn his charge may here unfold, 
And whatsoeer the tale , it must be told. 
His faith was pledged , and Lara's promise given , 
To meet it in the eye of man and hea^ven. 
Why comes he not? Such truths to be divulged , 
Methinks the accuser's rest is long indulged* 

III. 
The hour is past , and Lara too is ^ere , 
With self-conGding , coldly patient air ; 
Why comes not EzzeKn ? The hour is past , 
And murmurs rise , and Otho's brow's o'ercast. 
M I know my friend ! his faith I cannot fear , 
M If yet he be on earth , expect him here ; 
« The roof that held him in the valley stands 
«« Between my own and noble Lara's lands ; 
M My halls from such a guest had honour gained , 
M Nor had Sir Ezzelin his host disdained , 
M But that some previous proof forbade his stay , 
« And urged him to prepare against to-day; 
« The word I pledged for his I pledge again , 
« Or will myself redeem his knighthood's stain. » 
He ceased — and Lara answered , « I am here 
« To lend at thy demand a Uslemn^ «w , 
-r To taletofeyil from a 8traiigeT**lotv^v\^> 
* Whose words already mi^Ut my VvewtV Vivi^i -wrvw^^ v 
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•< But that I deemed him scarcelj leM than mad, 

« Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

c< 1 know him not — but me it seems he knew 

« In lands where — but 1 must not trifle too : 

« Produce this babbler — or redeem ^he f»iedge ; 

« Here in thy hold , and with thy falchion'a edga. i 

Proud Otho on the instant , reddening , threw 

Uis glove on earth , and forth his sabre flew. 

« The last alternative befits me best , 

« And thus I answer for mine absent guest. >» 

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom. 

However near his own or other's tomb ; 

With hand , whose almost careless coolness spoke , 

Its grasp well-used to deal the sabre-stroke ; 

With eye , though calm , determined not to spare , 

Did Lara too his willing weapon l)are. 

In vain the circling chieftains round them closed , 

For Otho's phrensy would not be opposed ; 

And from bis lip those words of insult fell — 

His sword is good who can maintain them well. 

IV. 
Short was the conflict ; furious , blindly rash , 
Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 
He bled , and fell ; but not with deadly wound , 
Stretched by a dextrous sleight along the ground. 
Ky Demand thy life ! » He answered not : and then 
From that red floor he ne'er had risen again, 
For Lara's brow upon the moment grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue; 
And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 
Than whenj^his foe's was levelled at his brow ; 
Then' all was stern coUectedness and art , 
Now rose the unleavened hatred of his heart ; 
So little sparing to the foe he felled , 
That when the approaching crowd his arm withheld , 
He almost turned the thirsty point on those , 
Who thus for mercy dared to interpose •, 
^£fi to a moment*B thought thai put^aeTbeuV-, 

Vp/ Jnnlr^J Iia <%t% Kim ai ill wit\t aha \n\«KiV . 
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%.« if he loathed the ineffectual strife 
That left a foe , howe'er o'ertlirown , with life ; 
4s if to search how far the wound he gave 
Uad sent his victim onward to his grave. 

V. 
They raised the bleeding Otho , and the leech 
Porhade all present question , sign , and speedi ; 
The others met within a neighbouring hall, 
\nd he , incensed and heedless of them all , 
The cause and conqueror in this suddeu fray , 
In haughty silence slowly strode away ; 
He backed his steed , his homeward path he took , 
Nor cast on Ollio's towers a single look 
t YI. 

But where was he , that meteor of a night , 
Who menaced but to disappear with Hght? 
Where was this Ezzelin ? who came aqd went 
To leave no other trace of his intent. 
He left the dome of Olho long ere morn , 
In darkness , yet so well the path was woro 
He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay , 
But there he was not, and with coming day 
Came fast enquiry , which unfolded nought 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 
A chamber tenantless , a steed at rest , 
His host alarmed , his murmuring squires distrest t 
Their search extends along , around the path 
In dread to meet the marks of prowlers' wrath : 
But none are there , and not a brake hath borne , 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn; 
Kor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass , 
Which still retains a mark where murder wai , 
rior dabbling lingers left to tell the tale , 
The bitter print of each convulsive nail , 
When agonized hands that cease to guard , 
Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sward. 
Some such had been , if here a life was reft « 
But these were not ; and doubling Vvo'^e \^\^Vv * 
And strange iuspiGiQa, ^Uia{i«nu^V*%c^*^'Gi-^'CQA « 
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Now daiiy multers o*er his hlackeneU fame ; 
Then sudden silent when his form appeared , 
Awaits the absence of the thing it feared 
Again its wonted wandering to renew , 
And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

VU. 
Days roll along, and Otho's wounds are healed » 
But not his pride y and hate no more concealed : 
He was a man of power , and Lara's ioe , 
The friend of all who sought to work him woe , 
And from his country's justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at Lara's hands. 
Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presence ? who had made him disappear , 
If not the man on whom his menaced charge 
Had sate too deeply were he left at large? 
The general rumour ignorantly loud , 
The mystery dearest to the curious crowd ; 
The seeming ffiendlessness of him who strove 
To winno confidence , and wake no love ; 
The sweeping fierceness which his soul betrayed, 
The skill with which he wielded his keen blade ; 
Where had his arm unwarlike caught tliat art? 
Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart ? 
For it was not the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a word assuage ; 
But the deep working of a soul unmixed 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fixed ; 
Such as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into all that's merciless : 
These , huked with that desire which ever sways 
Mankind; the rather to condemn than praise , 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a slorra , 
Such as himself might fear y and foes would form j 
And he must answer for the absent head 
Of one that haunts him still , alive or dead. 

vni. 

Wilhio that land was many a malcoiileat , 
Who car$ed the t/fanoy to ^hlcVi Vm bittA. -, 
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That soil full many a 'wringing despot saw , 

Who worked his wantonness in form of law; 

Long war without and frequent broil within 

Had made a path for Mood and ^ant sin , 

That waited but a signal to begin 

New havock, such as civil discord blends, 

Which knows no neuter , owns but foes or friends; 

Fixed in bis feudal fortress each was lord , 

In word and deed obeyed , in soul abhorred. 

Thus Lara had inherited his lands , 

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands ; 

But that long absence from his native clime 

And now diverted by his milder sway , 

The-menials felt their usual awe alone , 

But more for him than them that fear was grown ; 

They deemed him now unhappy , though at first 

Their evil judgment augured of the worst , 

And each long restless night , and silent mood , 

Was traced to sickness , fed by solitude : 

And though his lonely habits threw of late 

Gloom o'er his chamber , cheerful was his gate ; 

For thence the wretched ne'er unsoothed withdrew , 

For them , at least , his soul compassion knew. 

Gold to the great , contemptuous to the high , 

The humble passed not his unheeding eye ; 

Much he would speak not , but beneath his roof 

They found asylum oft , and ne'er reproof. 

And they who watched might mark that day by day , 

Some new retainers gathered to bis sway ; 

But most of late , since Ezzelin was lost , 

He played the courteous lord and bounteous host : 

Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread 

Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 

Whate'er his view , his favour more obtains 

With these , the people , than his fellow tlianos. 

If this were policy , so far 'twas sound , 

The million judged but of him as they found ; 

From hljB by sCeroer ohieis to ev\Q daVi^xv 

TJwjrbatretpured * tbiker , and *\^w V"**^- 
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Hy him no peasant mourned his rifled cot/ 
And scarce the Serf could murmur o'er his lot , 
With him old avarice found its hoard secure , 
With him contempt forbore to mock the poor ; 
Youth , present cheer , and promised recompense 
Detained , till all too late to part from thence : 
To hate he offered, with the coming change, 
The deep reversion of delayed revenge ; 
To love , long bafiled by the unequal match , 
The well-won charms success was sure to snatch. 
All now was ripe , he waits but to proclaim 
That slavery nothing which was still a name. 
The moment came , the hour when Olho thought 
Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 
His summons found the destined criminal 
Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall, 
Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven , 
Defying earth , and conGdent of heaven. 
That morning he had freed tlie soil-bound slaves 
Who dig no land for tyrants but their graves ! 
Such is their cry — some walchword for the Bght 
Must vindicate the wrong , and warp the right : 
Religion — freedom — vengeance — what you will , 
A word's enough to raise mankind to kill ; 
Some factious phrase by cunning caught and spread. 
That guilt may reign , and wolves and worms be fed! 

IX. 
Throughout that clime the feudal chiefs had gained 
Such sway , their infant monarch hardly reigned ; 
Now was the hour for faction's rebel growth , 
The Serfs contemned the one , and hated both : 
They waited but a leader , and they found 
One to their cause inseparably bound; 
By circumstance compelled to plunge again , 
In self-defence , amidst the strife of men. 
Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant not for his foes , 
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst , 
Prspar^d to istet, but nol %loAe , VXkft \«a%\i v 
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ne reason urged , •wliate*er it was , to shun 
juiry into deeds at distance done ; 
mingliog with his own the cause of all , 
a if he failed , he still delayed his fall. 
i sullen calm that long his bosom kept , 
* storm that ouce had spent itself and slept , 
ised by events that seemed foredoomed to urge 
gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge , 
•St forth f and made him all he once had been , 
1 is again; he only changed the scene. 
bt care had he for life , add less for fame , 
not less Btled for the desperate game : 
deemed himself marked out for other's hate , 
1 mocked at ruin so they shared his fate, 
at cared he for the freedom of the crowd ? 
raised the humble but to bend the proud, 
had hoped quiet in his sullen lair, 
man and destiny beset him there : 
*ed to hunters he was found at bay , 
I they must kill , they cannot snare the prey. 
'n f unambitious , silent , he had been 
ceforth a calm spectator of life's scene ; 
dragged again upon the arena , stood 
iader not unequal to the feud ; 
'oice — mien — gesture — savage nature spoke , 
from his eye the gladiator broke. 

X. 
at boots the oft-repeated tale of strife , 
feast of vultures , and the waste of life ? 
varying fortune of each separate field , 
fierce that vanquish , and the faint that yield? 
smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall? 
lis the struggle was the same with all ; 
i that distempered passions lent their force 
Itterness that banished all remorse. 
e sued , for Mercy knew her cry was vain , 
captive died upon the battle-slain : 
ilher cause , one rage alone possest 
empire of the aiternate victor* a W^'oaW 
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And llipy lliat smote for freedom or for sway , 

Deemed few iwere slain , while more remaiued (o sby* 

It was too late to check the wasting brand , 

And desolation reaped the famished land ; 

The torch was lighted , and the flame was spread , 

And carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 

XI. 
Fresh with the nerve the new-bom impulse strung , 
The first success to Lara's numbers clung : 
But that vain victory hath ruined all, 
They form no longer to their leader's call ; 
In blind confusion on the foe they press , 
And think to snatch is to secure success. 
The lust of booty y and the thirst of hate , 
Lure on the broken brigands to their fate ; 
In vain he doth whate'er a chief may do , 
To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 
In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame , 
The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame ; 
The wary foe alone hath turned their mood , 
And shown their rashness to that erring brood : 
The feigned retreat , the nightly ambuscade , 
The daily harass , and the fight delayed , 
The long privation of the hoped supply , 
The tentless rest beneath the humid sky , 
The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer's art , 
And palls the patience of his baffled heart , 
Of these they had not deemed : the battle-daj 
They could encounter as a veteran may ; 
But more preferred the fury of the strife , 
And present death to hourly suffering life : 
And famine wrings , and fever sweeps away 
Ilis numbers melting fast from their array ; 
Intemperate triumph fades to discontent , 
And Lara's soul alone seems stiU unbent : 
But few remain to aid his voice and hand , 
And thousands dwindled to a scanty band : 
Desperate , though few , the last and best remaioad 
To mourn tlie disciplhie they late disdained. 
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)ne hope siimTes, the frontier is not fai*, 
ind thence they may escape from native war ; 
ind bear within them to the neighbouring state 
kn exile*8 sorrows , or an outlaw's hate : 
lard is the task their father land to quit , 
(ut harder still to perish or submit. 

XM. 
t is resolved — they march — consenting Night 
ruides with her star their dim and torchless (light : 
dready they perceive its tranquil beam 
)leep on the surface of the barrier stream ; 
ilrcady they descry — Is yon the bank ? 
Lway ! 'tis lined with many a hostile rank. ■ 
leturn or fly! — What glitters in the rear? 
ris Olho*s banner — the pursuer's spear ! 
ive those the shepherds' fires upon the height ? 
klas ! they bbze too widely for the flight : 
]ut off from hope , and compassed in the toil , 
icss blood perchance hath bought a richer spoil ! 

xm. 

i moment's pause , 'tis but to breathe their band y 

)r shall they onward press, or here withstand? 

t matters little — if they charge the foes 

Vho by the border-stream their march oppose , 

•ome few , perchance , may break and pass the line , 

lowever linked to baffle such design. 
The charge be ours ! to wait for their assault 
Were fate well worthy of a coward's hall. » 

'orth flies each sabre , reined is every steed , 

ind the next word shafl scarce outstrip the deed : 

n the next tone of Lara's gathering breath 

low many shall but hear the voice of death ! 

XIV. 

lis blade is bared , in him there is an air 

s deep f but far too tranquil for despair ; 

. something of indifference more than then 

ccoroes the bravest , if they feel for men — 

e turned his eye on Kaled , ever near , 

nd still too faithful to betray one fear -, 
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Perchance 'twas but the moon's dim twilight threw 

Along his aspect an unwonted hue 

or mournful paleness , whose deep tint ezprest 

The truth , and not the terror of his breast. 

This Lara marked , and laid his hand on his : 

It trembled not in such an hour as this ; 

His lip was silent , scarcely beat his heart , 

His eye alone proclamed , « We will not part ! 

« Thy band may perish , or thy friends may flee , 

« Farewell to life , but not adieu to thee ! » 

The word hath passed his lips , and onward driren , 
Pours the linked band through ranks asunder men ; 
Well has each steed obeyed the armed heel , 
And flash the scimitars , and rings the steel ; 
Outnumbered , not outbraved , they still oppose 
Despair to daring , and a front to foes, 
And blood is mingled witli the dashing stream ; 
Which runs all redly till the morning beam. 

XV. 
Commanding, aiding, animating all. 
Where foe appeared to press , or friend to fall , 
Cheers Lara's Toice , and waves or strikes bis steel , 
Inspiring hope-^ himself had ceased to feel. 
None fled , for well they knew that flight were vain ; 
But those that waver turn to smite again , 
While yet they find the firmest of the foe 
Recoil before tlieir leader's look and blow i 
Now girt with numbers , now almost alone , 
He foils their ranks , or reunites his own ; 
Himself he spared not — once they seemed to fly — 
Now was the time, he waved his hand on high. 
And shook — Why sudden droops that plumed crest? 
The shaft is sped — the arrow's in his breast ! 
That fatal gesture left the unguarded side , 
And Death hath stricken down yon arm of pride* 
The word of triumph fainted from his tongue ; 
That hand , so raised , how droopingly it hung ! 
But yet the sword instinctively retains , 
Tliou^h from its fellow shrink tb« faUia^ reins , 
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These Kaled snatches s dizzy with the blow , 
And senseless bendJM o*er his saddle-bow , 
Perceives not LaravKt his anxious page 
Beguiles his charger from the combat's rage : 
Meantime his followers charge , and charge again ; 
Too mixed the slayers now to heed the slain ! 

XVI. 
Day glimmers on the dying and the dead , 
The cloven cuirass , and the helmless head ; 
The war-horse masterless is on the earth , 
And that last gasp balh burst his bloo<ly girth ^ 
And near , yet quivering with what life remained , 
The heel that urged him and the hand that reined ; 
And some too near that rolling torrent lie , 
Whose waters mock the lip of those that die ; 
That painting thirst which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die the soldier's fiery death , 
In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 
One drop — the last — to cool it for the grave ; 
With feeble and convulsive effort swept , 
Their limbs along the crimsoned turf have crept ; 
The laint remains of life such struggles waste, 
But yet they reach the stream , and bend to taste : 
They feel its freshness , and almost partake — 
Why pause ? No further thirst have they to slake — 
It is unquenched , and yet they feel it not ; 
It was an agony — but now forgot ! 

XVII. 
Beneath a lime , remoter from the scene , 
Where but for him that strife had never been , 
A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 
'Twas Lara bleeding fast from life away. 
His follower once , and now his only guide , 
Kneels Kaled watchful o'er his welline side. 
And with his scarf would stanch the tides that rash , 
With each convulsion , in a blacker gush ; 
And then , as his faint breathing waxes low , 
In feebler , not less fatal tricklings flow *. 
He •caroe can speak, bat motioDB lum'xiA x^\tk ^ 
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And merely adds another ihrob to pain, 
lie clasps the hand that pang which jHuId assuage , 
And sadij smiles his thanks to that UK page 
Who nothing fears , nor feels , nor heeds, dot sees^ 
Save that damp brow which rests upon hit kaees ; 
Save that pale aspect , wbere the eye « tboogh dim , 
Ileld all the light that shone on earth for him. 

xvm. 

Tlie foe arrives , who long had searched the field , 

Their triumph nought till Lara too slionld yield ; 

They would remove him , but they see 'twere vain , 

And he regards them with a calm disdain , 

That rose to reconcile him with his fate. 

And that escaped to death from living hate : 

And Olho comes , and leaping from his steed , 

Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed , 

And questions of his state ; he answers not , 

Scarce glances on him as on one forgot , 

And turns to Kaled : — each remaining word , 

They understood not , if distinctly heard ; 

His dying tones are in that other tongue , 

To which some strange remembrance wildly dung. 

They spake of other scenes, but what— -is knowo 

To Kaled , wliom their meaning reached alone ; 

And he replied , though faintly , to their sound , 

While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round : 

They seemed even then — that twain— unto the last 

To have forgot the present in the past ; 

To share betweea themselves some separate fate , 

Whose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

XIX. 
Their words tliough faint were many — from the lone 
Their import Ihose who heard could judge alone ; 
From this , you might have deemed young Kaled's death 
More near than Lara's by his voice and breath , 
So sad y so deep , and hesitating broke 
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips spoke ; 
But Lara*s voice though low , at Grst was clear 
And calm , ti\[ murmuring deaVb ^a&'^^d VMM%el^ near : 
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But from his visage little conld we guess , 

So anrepentaDt, dark, and passionless. 

Save that when struggling nearer to his last , 

Upon that page hts eye was kindly east; 

And once as Kaled's answering accents ceast , 

Rose Lara's hand, and pointed to the East : 

Whether ( as then the breaking sun from high 

Rolled back the clouds) the morrow caught his eye , 

Or that 'twas chance, or some remembered scene 

That raised his arm to point where such had been , 

Scarce Kaled seemed to know , but turned away. 

As if bis heart abhorred that coming day. 

And shrunk his glance before that morning light , 

To look on Lara's brow — where all grew night. 

Yet sense seemed left » though better were its loss ; 

For when one near displayed the absolving cross , 

And proffered to his touch the holy bead , 

Of which his parting soul might own the need , 

He looked upon it with an eye profane , 

And smiled — Heaven pardon ! if 'twere with disdain : 

And Kaled , though he spoke not , nor withdrew 

From Lara's face his fixed despairing view , 

With brow repulsive , and with gesture swift , 

Flung back the hand which held the sacred gift , 

As if such but disturbed the expiring man , 

Nor seemed to know his life but then began , 

That life of Immortality , secure 

To none , save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 

XX. 
But gasping heaved the breath that Lara drew , 
And dull tlie film along his dim eye grew ; 
His limbs stretched fluttering , and his head drooped o'er 
The weak yet still untiring knee that bore ; 
He pressed the band he held upon hie heart — 
It beats no more , but Kaled vnll not part 
With iIm cold grasp , but feels , and feek in vain , 
For that faint throb which answers not again. 
« It beats !» — ^Away , thou dreameT \ he Sa ^»ft — 
// onoe was havat which thou V>ok*al u<^oi\. 
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XXI. 
Ho gazed , as if not yet had passed awaj 
The haughty spirit of that humble clay : 
And those around haye roused him from his traace> 
But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance ; 
And when in raising him from where he bore 
Within his arms the form that felt no more , 
He saw the head his breast would still sustain , 
Roll down like earth to earth upon the plain ; 
He did not dash liimself thereby , nor tear 
The glossy tendrils of his raven hair , 
But strove to stand and gaze , but reeled and fell ^^ 
Scarce breathing more than that he loved so well! . 
Than that he loved ! Oh! never yet beneath 
The breast of man such trusty love may breathe ! 
That trying moment bath at once revealed 
The secret lopg and yet but half-concealed ; 
In baring to revive that lifeless breast , 
Its grief seemed ended , but the sex confest ; 
And Hfe returned , and Kaled felt no shame— 
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame ? 

XXII. 
And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep , 
But where he died his grave was dug as deep , 
Mor is his mortal slumber less profound , 
Though priest nor blessed, nor marble decked the m 0( 
And he was mourned by one whose quiet grief , 
Less loud , outlasts a people's for their chief. 
Vain was all question asked her of the past , 
And vain e'en menace — silent to the last ; 
She told nor whence , nor why she left behind- 
Her all for one who seemed but little kind. 
Why did she love him ? Curious fool! — be still- 
Is human love the growth of human will ? 
To her he might be gentleness ; the stern 
Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern : 
And when they love , your smilers guess not how 
Beats the strong heart , though less the lips avow. 
Tl/e/ were not common links , thaV. foxme^vlde c3bL^\vi 
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That bound to Lara Kaled's heart aud hrain ; 
Bill thHt mid tale she brooked not (o uufold , 
And sealed is now each Up that could have toM. 

XXIIl. 
They laid him in the earth , and on bis breast , 
Besides the wound that sent his soul to rest , 
They found the scattered dints of many a scar , 
Which were not planted there in recent war; 
Where'er had passed his summer years of life , 
It seems they vanished in a land of strife ; 
But all unknown his glory or his guilt , 
These only told that somewhere blood was spilt , 
And Ezzelin , who might have spoke the past , 
Returned no more — that night appearedjus last. 

XXIV. 
upon that night (a peasant's is the tale) 
A Serf , that crossed the intervening vale , 
When Cynthia's light almost gave way to mora , - 
Aud nearly veiled in mist her waning horn ; 
A Serf I that rose betimes to thread the wood , 
And hew the bough that bought his children's food , 
Passe<4By the river that divides the plain 
Of Otho's lands and Lara's broad domain : 
He heard a tramp — a horse and horseman broke 
From out the wood — before him was a cloak 
Wrapt round some burthen at his saddle-bow ,. 
Rent was his head , and liidden was his brow. 
Boused by the sudden sight at such a time , 
\nd some foreboding that it might be crime » 
Qimself unheeded watched the stranger's course ,. 
VVho reached the river , bounded from his horse , 
ind lifting thencethe burtlien which he bore , 
fleaved up the bank , and' dashed it from the shore , . 
Then paused, and looked, and turned, and seemed to watch, 
Vnd still another hurried glance would snatch, 
lud follow with his step the stream that flowed , 
U if even yet too much its surface showed : 
U once he started , stooped , around Uvoi ^Vto'^ircv^ 
rhe wiater Hoods had icattercd Viei(\»% ol %\o\i^ v . 
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Of these ihe heaviest thence he gathered there , 
Aod slung them with a more than common care. 
Meantime the Serf had crept to where imseen 
Himself might safely mark what this might mean ; 
He caught a glimpse , as of a flbatyig breast, 
And something glittered starlike on the Test , 
But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk , 
A masssy fragment smote it , and it sunk : 
It rose again but indistinct to view , 
And left the waters of a purple hue , 
Then deeply disappeared : the horseman gazed 
Till ebbed the latest eddy it had raised ; 
Then turning , vaulted on his pawiog steed , 
And instant spwred him into panting speed. 
His face was masked — the features of the dead , 
If dead it were , escaped the observer's dread ; 
But if in sooth a star its bosom bore , 
Such is Uie badge that knighthood ever wore , 
And such' lis known Sir Ezzalin had worn 
Upon the sight that led to such a mom. 
If thus he perished , Heaven receive his soul ! 
His undiscorvered limbs to Ocean roll ; ^ 

And charity upon the hope would dwell. 
It was not Lara's hand by which he fell. 

XXV. 
And Kaled — Lara — Ezzelin , are gone , 
Alike without their monumental stone ! 
The first , all efforts vainly strove to wean 
From lingering where her chieftain's blood had b 
Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud , 
Her tear» were few , Iier wailing never loud ; 
But furious would you tear her from the spot 
>Yhere yet she scarce believed (hat he was not , 
Her eye shot forth with all the liTing fire 
That haunts the tigress in her whelpless ire ; 
But left to waste her weary momcnls there , 
She talked all idly unto shapes of air , 
Such as the busy brain of sorrow paints , 
Aad WOO0 to (isten to her fond coia^vitA^ -, 
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le would sit beneath the very tree 
I lay bis drooping head upon her knee ; 
I that posture where she saw him fall , 
)rds J his looks , his dying grasp recall ; 
le had shorn y but saved her rayen bair , 
ft would snatch it from her bosom there , 
)ld , and press it gently to the groujod ; 
;he stanched anew some phantom's wound, 
f would question , and for him reply ; 
'ising , start , and beckon him to fly 
some imagined spectre in pursuit ; 
seat her down upon some linden's root , 
ide her visage with her meagre hand , 
ce strange characters along the sand — 
lould not last — ^she lies by him she loved; 
lie untold — her truth too dearly proved. 
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u One fntal remembrance~one sorrow that throws 
tt Its bleak shade alike o'er ^ur >oys and our yvoet-^ 
« To nvhich Life uothing dark^ nor bri^hlrr can hriuf^ > 
(C For nhich joy hath no balm-~-and afBictton no sting. » 

• MOOKK. 



No breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grave , 
That tomb which , glearaing o'er the cHff , 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff , 
High o'er the land he saved in vain : 
When shall such hero live again? 

Fair clime ! where every season smiles 
Benignant o'er (hose blessed isles , 
Which seen from far Colonna's height , 
Make glad the heart that hails the siglit , 
And lend to loneliness delight. 
There, mildly dimpling Oceaa'aehcek, 
Reflects, the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the eastern wave ; 
And if at times a transient br«eze 
Break the blue crystal of the 8«as , 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees , 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the odours there ! 
For there — the Rose o'er crag o« "saW , 
Suiiana of the Ni^'btingate , 

The maid for whom his inc^od'j , 
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His thousand songs are heard on high , 
Blooms blushing to her lover's tale : 
His queen , the garden queen , his Rose , 
Unbent by winds , unchilled by snows , 
Far from the winters of the west , 
By every breeze and season blest , 
Returns the sweets by nature given 
In softest incense back to heaven ; 
And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 
And many a summer flower is there » 
And many a shade that love might share,. 
An d many a grotto , meant for rest , 
That holds the pirate for a* guest ; 
Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for the passing peaceful prow , 
Till the gay mariner's guitar 
Is heard, and seen the evening star ; 
Then stealing with the muffled oar » 
Far shaded by the rocky shore , 
Rush the night-prowlers on the prey , 
And turn to groans his roundelay. 
Strange — that where Nature loved to trace y 
As if for Gods , a dwelling-place y 
And every charm and grace hath mixed 
Within the paradise she fixed , 
There man , enamoured of distress , 
Should mar it into wilderness , 
And trample , brute-like , o*er each flower. 
That tasks not one laborious hour ; 
Nor claims the culture of his hand 
To bloom along the fairy land , 
But springs as to preclude his care , 
And sweetly woos him — but to spare ! 
Strange — that where all is peace beside- 
There passion riots in her pride , 
And lust and rapine wildly reign 
To darken o'er the fair doma\n. 
// /5 as though the fiends prevavVed 
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Against the seniplis they assailed , 

And f fixed on heavenly thrones , should dwell ■ 

The freed inheritors of hell ; 

So soft the scene , so formed for joy , 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead 
Ere the first day of death is fled / 
The first dark day of nothingness , 
The last of danger and distress , 
(Before Decay's effacing fingers 
Have swept the lines where beauty lingers,) 
And marked the mild angelic air , 
The rapture of repose that's there , 
The fixed yet tender traits tliat streak 
The languor of the placid che^k , 
And — but for that sad shrouded eye , 
That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now, 
And but for that chill changeless brow , 
Where cold obstruction's apathy 
Appals the gazing mourner's heart , 
As if to him it could impart 
The doom he dreads , yet dwells upon ; 
Yes , but for tliese and these alone , 
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour,. 
He still might doubt the tyrant's power ; 
So fair , so calm , so softly sealed , 
The first, last look by death revealed I 
Such is the aspect of this shore ; 
*Tis Greece , but Hting Greece- no more ! 
So coldly sweet , so deadly fair, 
We start, for soul is wanting there. 
Hers is the loveliness in death , 
That parts not quite with parting breath ; 
But beauty with that fearhil bloom , 
That hue which haunts it to the tomb , 
Expression's last receding ray , 
A gilded halo hovering round decsi^ , 
The farewell beam of feeling pa^V. wv) \ 
Spadcof that flame , perchance olVxeas^i^"^ V\tC^ , 
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^Vbich gleams , but warms no more its cherished ea 

Clime of the unforgotten brave ! 
Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was Freedom's home or Glory-s grave ! 
Shrine of the mighty ! can it be » 
That this is all remains of thee ? 
Approach , thou craven crouching slave : 

Say , is not this Thermopylas ? 
Those waters blue that round you lave , 

Oh servile offspring of the free — 
Pronounce what sea , what shore is this ? 
The gull f the rock of Salamis ! 
These scenes , their story not unknown , , 
Arise , and make again your own ; 
Snatch from the ashes of vour sires 

m 

The embers of tlieir former ^res ; 

And ho who in the strife expires 

Will add to theirs a name of fear 

That Tyranny shall quake to hear , 

And leave his sons a hope , a fame , 

They too will rather die than sliame : 

For Freedom's battle once begun , 

Bequeathed by bleeding sire to son, 

Though bafQed oft is ever won. 

Bear witness , Greece , thy living page , 

Attest it many a deathless age ! 
' While kings , in dusly darkness hid , 

Have left a nameless pyramid , 

Thy heroes, tliough the general doom 

Hath swept the column from their tomb , 

A mightier monument command , 

The mountains of tlieir native land ! 

There points tliy Muse to stranger's eye 

The graves of those that cannot^ die ! 

*Twere long to tell , and sad to trace , 

Each step from splendour to disgrace ; 

Enough >- no foreign foe could quell 

Tbj soul, (ill from it&eH il {«VV, 
Yes I self-abatemeni paved tUc vjm 
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To Tinain-bonds and despot-sway. 
What can he tell who treads thy shore ? 

No legend of tliine olden tima , 
No theme on which the muse might soar , 
High as thine own in days of yore , 

VThen man was worthy of thy clime. 
The hearts withio thy valleys bred , 
The liery souls that might have led 

Thy sons to deeds sublime: 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave, 
Slaves — nay , the bondsmen of a alave , 

And callous , save to crime , 
Stained with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind , where least above the brutes , 
Without even savage virtue blest , 
Without one free or valiant breast 
Still to the neighbouring ports ihey waft 
Proverbial wiles , and ancient craft ; 
In this the subtle Greek is found , 
For this y and this alone , renowned. 
Ill vain might Liberty invoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke , 
Or raise the neck that courts the yoke : 
No more her sorrows I bewail , 
Yet this will be a mournful tale , 
And they who listen may believe , 
Who heard it first had cause to grieve* 

Far , dark , along the blue sea glancing , 
The shadows of the rocks advancing , 
Start on the fisher's eye like boat 
Of island-pirate or Mainote; 
And fearful for his light caique , 
He shuns the near but doubtful creek : 
Though ^orn and weary with his toil , 
And cumbered witli his scaly spoil , 
Slowly , yet strongly , plies the oar , 
Till Port Leone's safer shore 
deceives bim by the lovely liglU 
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That best becomes an Eastern night. 

Who thundering comes on blackest steed , 
Witli slackened bit and hoof of speed ? 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The caverned echoes ytake around 
In lash for lash , and bound for bound ; 
The foam that streaks the courser's side 
Seems gathered from the ocean-tide : 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest , 
There's none within his rider's breast ; 
And though to-morrow's tempest lower, 
* Tis calmer than thy heart , young Giaour ? 
I know thee not : I loathe thy race , 
But in thy lineaments I trace 
What time shall strengthen , not efface : 
Though young and pale , that sallow front 
Is scathed by fiery passion's brunt ; 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye , 
As meteor-like thou glidest by , 
Aight well I view and deem thee one 
Whom Othman's sons should slay or shun. 

On-'On he hastened , and he drew 
My gaze of wonder as he flew : 
Though like a demon of the night 
He passed and vanished from my sight , 
fiis aspect and his air impressed 
A troubled memory on my breast , 
And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear. 
He spurs his steed ; he nears the steep , 
That , jutting j shadows o'er the deep ; 
He winds around ; he hurries by ; 
The rock relieves him from mine eye ; 
For well I ween unwelcome he 
Whose glance is fixed on tliose that flee ; 
And nor a star but shines too bright 
On him who takes such timeless flight. 
JBe wound aloDg; but ere be passed 
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One glance he snatched , as if his last , 

A moment checked his wheeling sleed , 

A moment breathed him from his speed , 

A moment on his stirrup stood — 

Why looks he o*er the olive wood ? 

The crescent glimmers on the hill , 

The Mosqae's high lamps are quivering still : 

Though too remote for sound to wake 

In echoes of the far tophaike , 

The flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeal 

To-night f set Rhamazani*s sun ; 

To-night , the Bairam feast's begun ; 

To-night — hut who and what art thou 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are these to thine or thee , 

That thou should'st either pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his face , 

Soon hatred settled in its place : 

It rose not with the reddening flush 

Of transient anger's hasty blush, 

Bat pale as marble o'er the tomb , ' 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom, 

His brow was bent , his eye was glazed , 

He raised his arm , and fiercely raised , 

And sternly shook his hand on high , 

As doubting to return or fly : 

Impatient of his flight delayed , 

Here loud his raven charger neigherf — 

Down glanced that hand , and grasped his blade ; 

That sound had burst his waking dream , 

As slumber starts at owlet's scream. 

The spur hath lanced hfs courser's sides ; 

Away , away , for life he rides' : 

Swift as the hurled on high- jerreed 

Springs , to the touch his stiirtled steed ; 

The rock is doubled , and the shore 

Shakes witli the clattering tramp no more \ 

The crag is won , no more is seen 
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'"**1 His christian crest and haughty mien. 

' Twas but an instant he restrained 
That fiery barb so sternly reined ; 
' Twas but a moment that he stood , 
Then sped as if by Death pnrsued ; 
But in that instant o'er his soul 
Winters of Memory seemed to roll ; 
And gather in that drop of time 
A life of pain , an age of crime. 
O'er him who loves , or hates , or fears , 
Such moment pours the grief of years : 
What felt he then , at once opprest 
By all that most distracts the breast? 
That pause , which pondered o'er his fate , 
Oh 'j who its dreary length shall date ! 
Tliough in time's record nearly nought , 
It was eternity to tliought ! 
For infinite as boundless space 
The thought that conscience must embrace , 
Which in itself can comprehend 
Woe without name , or hope , or end. 

The hour is past , the Giaour is gone ; 
And did he fly or fall alone? 
Woe to that hour he came or went ! 
The curse for Hassan's sin 3vas sent 
To turn a palace to a tomb : 
He came , he went , like the Simoom , 
That harbinger of fate and gloom , 
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death — 
Dark tree , still sad when others' grief is fled , 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is vanished from the stall ; 
No serf is seen in Hassan's hall; 
The lonely spider's thin gray pall 
Waves slowly widening o'er the wall ; 
The bat builds in his haram bower; 
And in the fortress of his power 
The owl usurps (he beacon-loN^er -, 
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For many a gilded chamber's ihere , 

Which solitude might well forbear ; 

Within that dome as yet decay 

Hath slowly worked her cankering way— 

But gloom is gathered o'er the gate , 

Nor there the Fakir's self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering Dervise stay , 

For bouuty cheers not his delay ; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 

To bless the sacred « bread and salt 

Alike must wealth and poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by , 

For courtesy and pity died 

With Hassan on the mountain side. 

His roof y that refuge unto men , 

Is desolation's hungry den. 

The guest flies the hall , and the vassal from labour , 

Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabre ! 

I hear the sound of coming feet ; 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near — each turban I can scan , 
And silver sheathed ataghan ; 
The foremost of the baud is seen , 
An Emir by his garb of green : 
« Ho ! who art thou? — this low satam 
« Replies of Moslem faith I am. 
« The burthen ye so gently bear , 
« Seems one that claims your utmost care , 
«c And doubtless , holds some precious freight , 
«c My humble bark would gladly wait. » 

« Thou speakest sooth , thy skiff unmoor , 
« And waft us from the silent shore ; 
«c Nay J leave the sait still furled , and ply 
«* The nearest oar that's scattered by , 
«* And midway to those rocks where sleep 
«c The channelled waters dark and deep. 
« Rest from your task-^ so "—bravely done , 
•( Our course has been right sVitlV} t\m \ 
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The wild-dog howls o'er the founUin'f brim i 

With bafQed thirst , apd famine , grim ; 

For the strcim has shrunk from its marble bed , 

Where the weeds aod the desolate dust are spread. 

* Twas sweet of yore to see it play 

And chase the sultriness of day, 

As springing high the silver dew 

In whirls fantastically flew , 

And flung luxurious coolness round 

The air , and verdure o'er the ground. 

' Twas sweet , when cloudless stars were bright , 

To view the wave of watery light. 

And hear its melody by night. 

And oft had Hassan's diildhood played 

Around the verge of that cascade; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 

That sound had harmonized his rest ; 

And oft had Hassan's youth along 

Its bank been soothed by Beauty's song ; 

And softer seemed each melting tone 

Of music mingled with its own. 

But ne'er shall Hassan's age repose 

Along the brink at twilight's close : 

The stream that filled that font is fled*- 

The blood that warmed his heart is shed ! 

And here no more shall human voice 

Be heard to rage , regret , rejoice. 

The last sad note that swelled the gale 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail : 

That quenched in silence , all is still , 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is shrill : 

Though raves the gust , and floods the rain , 

No hand shall close its clasp again. 

On desart sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man , 

So here the very voice of grief 

Might wake an echo like relief— 

At least 'twould say , « all are not gone ; 

There lingers life , though but in one — 
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« Yol 'lis ihe longest voyage, I trow, 
« That one of « 



Sullen it plunged , and slowly sank , 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 
I watched it as it sank , met bought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Bestirred it more , — 'twas but the beam 
That checkered o'er the living stream : 
I gazed , till vanishing from view , 
Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 
Still less and less , a speck of white 
That gemmed the tide , then mocked the sight ; 
And all its hidden secrets sleep , 
Known but ta Genii of the deep , 
Which ) trembling in their coral caves , 
They dare not whisper to the waves. 

As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen of eastern spring , 
0*er emerald meadows of Kashmeer' 
Invites the young pursuer near , 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour , 
Then leaves him , as it soars on high , 
With panting heart and tearful eye : 
So Beauty lures the full-grown child , 
With hue as bright , and wing as wild ; 
A chase of idle hopes and fears , 
Begun in folly , closed in tears. 
If won , to equal ills betrayed , ' 
Woe waits th» insect and the maid ; 
A life of pain , the loss of peace , 
From infant's play , and man's caprice : 
The lovely toy so Gerccly sought, 
Hath lost its charm by being caught , 
For every touch that wooed its stay 
Hath brushed its brightest hues away , 
Till charm , and hue , and b«aul>f f^oue « 
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* Tis left to fly or fall alone. 

With wounded wing , or bleeding breast , 

Ah ! where shall either victim rest ? 

Can this with faded pinion soar 

From rose to tulip as before ? 

Or Beauty , blighted in an hour , 

Find joy within her broken bower ? 

No : gayer insects fluttering by 

Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die , 

And lovelier things have mercy shown 

To every failing but their own , 

And every woe a tear can claim 

Except an erring sister's shame. 

The mmd , that broods o'er guilty woes , 

Is like the scorpion girt by fire , 
In circle narrowing as it glows , 
The flames around their captive close 
Till inly searched by thousand throes , 

And maddening in her ire , 
One sad and sole relief she knows , 
The sting she nourished for her foes , 
Whose venom never yet was vain , 
Gives but one pang , and cures all pain , 
And darts into her desperate brain : 
So do the dark in soul expire , 
Or live like scorpion girt by fire ; 
So writhes the mind remorse hath riven , 
Unfit for earth , undoomed for heaven , 
Darkness above , despair beneath , 
Around it flame , within it death ! 

Black Hassan from the haram flies , 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes ; 
The unwonted chase each hour employs , 
Yet shares he not the hunter's joys. 
Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his Serai. 
J>oth Leila there no longer dyicW^ 
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That tale can only Hassan tell ; 

Strange rnmdurs in our city say 

Upon that eve she fled away 

When Rbamazaa's last sun was set , 

And flashing from each minaret 

Millions of lamps proclaimed the feast 

Of Bairam through the boundless East. 

' Twas then she went as to the bath , 

Which Hassan Tainly searched in wralh ; 

For she was flown her master's rage 

In likeness of a Georgian page ; 

And far beyond the Moslem's power 

Had wronged him with the faithless Giaour. 

Somewhat of this had Hassan deemed ; 

But stiU so fond , so fair she seemed , 

Too well he trusted to the slave 

Whose treachery deserved a grave : 

And on that eve had gone to mosque , 

And thence to feast in his kiosk. 

Such is the tale his Nubians tell , 

Who did not watch their charge too well ; 

Bat others say , that on that night , 

By pale Phingari's trembling light , 

TTie Giaour upon his jet black steed 

Was seen , but seen alone to speed 

With bloody spur along the shore , 

Nor maid nor page behind him bore. 

Her eye's dark charm 'twere vain to tell , 
But gaze on that of the Gazelle , 
It will assist thy fancy well ; 
As large , as languishingly dark , 
But soul beamed forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the lid , 
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid. 
Yea , Soul , and should our prophet say 
That form was nought but breathing clay , 
By Alia !jl would answer nay ; . 
Though on Al-Sirat'a arch I stood . 
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Wliich totters o'er the fiery flood, 

With paradise within my view : 

And all bis Houris beckoning through* 

Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 

And keep that portion of his creed 

Which saith that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lust ! 

On her might Muftis gaze , and own 

That through her eye the Immortal shone ; 

On her fair cheek's unfading hue 

The young pomegranate's blossoms strew 

Their i)loom in blushes ever new ; 

Her hair in hyacinthine flow , 

When left to roll its folds below , 

As midst her handmaids in the ball 

She stood superior to them all^ 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 

Gleamed whiter than the mountain aleeC 

Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 

It fell ) and caught one stain of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks ^he water ; 

So moved on earth Gircassia's daughter , 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! 

As rears her crest the rufded swan, 

And spurns the wave willi wings of pride , 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Along the banks that bound her tide ; 
Thus rose fair Leila's whiter neck : — 
Thus armed with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance , till folly's gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 
Thus high and graceful was her gait ; 
Her heart as tender to her mate ; 
Her mate — stern Hassan , who was he ? 
Alas I that name was not for thee ? 

Stern Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in his train , 
Each armed , as best becomes ^ m;iTi » 
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With arquebuss and ataghan ; 

Tlie ckief before , as decked for war , 

Bears in his belt the sciiniiar 

Stained with the best of Arnaut blood , 

When in the pass the rebels stood , - 

And few returned to tell the tale 

Of what befell In Fame's vale. 

The pistols 'which his girdle bore 

Were, those that once a pasha wore , 

Which still , though gemmed and bossed with gold , 

Even robbers tremble to behold. 

' Tis said he goes to woo a bride 

More true than her who left his side ; 

The faithless slave that broke her bower , 

And worse than faithless , for a Giaour ! 

The sun's last rays are on the hill , 
And sparkle in the fountain rill, 
Whose welcome waters , cool and clear, 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer : 
Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Fiiul that repose 'twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged loo near his lord , 
And trembling for his secret hoard — 
Here may he rest where none can sec , 
In crowds a slave , in desarts free ; 
And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 
• ••» .••...«• 

The foremost Tartar's in the gap , 
Conspicuous by his yellow cap ; 
The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile : 
Above , the mouhtain rears a peak , 
Where vultures whet the thirsty beak , 
And theirs may be a feast to-night , 

hall tempt them down ere morrow's light ; 
Beneath , a river's wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam , 
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And left a channel bleak and bare , 
Save shpbs that spring to perish there : 
Each side the midway path there lay 
Small broken crags of granite gray , 
By time , or mountain lightning , riven 
From summits clad in mists of heaven ; 
For where is he that hath beheld 
The peak of Liakura unveiled ? 

• } ' ' 

They reach the grove of pine at last : 

M Bismillah ! now the peril's past ; 

« For yonder view the opening plain ; 

«c And ther^ we'll prick our steeds amain : 

The Chiaus spake, and as he said , 

A bullet whistled o*er his head ; 

The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the rein , 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound ; 

But three shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foes that gave the wound , 
' The dying ask revenge in vain. 

With steel unsheathed , and carbine bent 
Some o*er their courser's harness leant , 

Half sheltered by the steed j 
Some fly behind the nearest rock , 
And there await the comii)^ shock , 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen , 
Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to hght , and keeps his course , 
Till fiery flashes in the van 
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the promised prey ; 
Then curled his very beard with ire , 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire ; 
" Though far and near the bullets hiss , 
' J've'scnped a bloodier hour iWxi \\\\^. * 
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And now the foe their covert quit , 
And call his vassals to submit ; 
But Hassan's frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more tlian hostile sword , 
Nor of his little band a man ' 
Resigned carbine or ataghan , 
Nor raised the craven cry , Amaun ! 
In fuller sight , more near and near , 
The lately ambushed foes appear , 
And , issuing from the grove , advance 
Some who on battle-charger prance. 
VTho leads them on with foreign brand , 
Far flashing in his red right band? 
oc 'Tis he ! *tis he ! I know him now ; 
c< I know him by his pallid brow ; 
oc I know him by the evil eye 
«c That aids his envious treachery ; 
•c I know him by his jet-blaA barb : 
«* Though now arrayed in Au|aA^ garb , 
« Apostate from his own vit^^ith , 
•c It shall not save him from the death : 
cc 'Tis he ! well met in any hour , 
« Lost Leila's love , accursed Giaour ! » 

As rolls the river into Ocean , 
In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As the sea-tide's opposing motion , 
In azui*c column proudly gleaming , 
Beats back the current many a rood , 
In curling foam and mingling flood , 
While eddying wliirl , and breaking wave , 
Roused by the blast of winter, rave; 
Through sj)arkling spray , in thundering clash , 
The lightnings of the waters flash 
In awful whiteness o'er the shore , ■ 
Tliat shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 
Thus — as the stream and Ocean greet , 
With waves that madden as they meet — 
Thus join the bands , whom mutual vrtoi^^ « 
AnH fate, and fury, drive along. 
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The bickering sabres' shivering jar ; 
And pealing wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the throbbing ear , 

The deathshot hissing from afar ; 

The shock , the shout , the groan of war , 
Reverberate along that vale , 
More suited to the shepherd's tale : 

Though few the numbers -— theirs the strife , 

That neither spares nor speaks for life ! 

Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press , 

To seize and share the dear caress ;, 

But Love itself could never pant 

For all that Beauty sighs to grant 

With half the fervour Hate bestows 

Upon the last embrace of foes. 

When grappling in the fight they fold 

Those arms that ne'er shall lose their hold ; 

Friends meet to part; Lo^ laughs at faith ; 

True foes , once met , aruoiped till death ! 

With sabre shivered to the hilt , 
Yet dripping with the blood he spilt ; 
Yet strained within the severed hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brand i 
His turban far behind him rolled, 
And cleft in twain its firmest fold; 
nis flowing robe by falchion toru , 
And crimson as those clouds of mom 
That , streaked with dusky red , portend 
The day shall have a stormy end ; 
A stain on every bush that bore 
A fragment of his palampore , 
His breast with wounds unnumbered riven , 
His back to earth , his face to heaven , 
Fall'n Hassan lies — his unclosed eye 
Yet lowering on his enemy , 
As if the hour that sealed his fate 
Surviving left liis quenchless \iale *• 
ind o'er him bends that loe m\h bio^ 
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As dark as his that bled below. — 



« Yes , Leila sleeps beneath ihe wave , 
But his shall be a redder grave ; 
Her spirit pointed well the steel 
.Which taught that felon heart to feel. 
He called the Prophet, but his power 
Was vain against the vengeful Giaour : 
He called on. Alia -^ but the word 
Arose unheeded or unheard. 
Thou Paynim fool ! could Leila's prayer 
Be passed y and thine accorded there? 
I watched my time , I leagued with these , 
The traitor on his turn to sei^e ; 
My wrath is wreaked , the deed is doiLc y 
And now I go — but go alone. » 



The browsing camel's bells are tinkling : 
His mother looked from her lattice high -^ 

She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye , 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling : 

« 'Tis twilight — sure his train is nigh. » 
She could not rest in the gardeii-bower , 
But gazed through the grate of her steepest tower : 
•c Why comes he not ? his steeds are fleet , 
•c Nor shrink they from the summer heat ; 
« Why sends not the bridegroom his promised gift ? 
« Is his heart more cold , or his barb less swift ? 
•c Oh , false reproach ! yon Tartar now 
« Has gained our nearest mountain's brow , 
a And warily the steep descends , 
« And now within the valley bends ; 
« And he bears the gift at his saddle bow — 
« How could I deem his courser slow ? 
« Right well my largess shall repay 
« His welcome speed , and wear;) ^a^. 
The Tartar Usbted at the gate , 
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But scarce upheld his fainting weight : 

llis swarthy visage spake distress ; 

But this miglit be from weariness ; 

Ilis garb with sanguine spots was dyed , 

But these might he from his courser's side; 

He drew the token from his vest — 

Anget of Death ! 'tis Hassan's cloven crest ! 

His calpac rent — his caftan red — 

« Lady , a fearful bride thy son hath wed : 

« Me , not from mercy , did they spare , 

« But this empurpled pledge to bear. 

•t Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spill : 

« Woe to the Giaour ! for his the guilt, n 

A turban carved in coarsest stone , 
A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown , 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead , 
Point out the spot where Hassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 
There sleeps as true an Osmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee ; 
As ever scorned forbidden wine , 
Or prayed with face towards the slirine , 
Id orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of «< Alia Hu I » 
Yet died he by a stranger's hand , 
And stranger in his native land ; 
Yet died he as in arms he stood , 
And unavenged , at least in blood. 
But him the maids of Paradise 
Impatient to their halls invite , 
And the dark heaven of Houri's eyes 

On him shall glance for ever bright ; 
They come-their kerchiefs green they wave , 

* And welcome with a kiss the brave ! 

"^ho falls in battle 'gainst a Giaour 

Is vFor/iiiest an immortal boweT. 
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But thou , false Infidel ! shalt writhe 
ioeath avenging Monkir's scythe ; 
id from its lormeot 'scape alone 
> wander round lost Eblis' throne ; 
id fire unquenchcd , unquenchable , 
ound , -within , thy heart shall dwell ; 
»r ear can hear nor tongue can tell 
le tortures of that inward hell ! 
t first , on earth as Vampire sent , 
ly corse shall from its tomb be rent : 
len ghastly haunt thy native place , 
id suck the blood of all thy race ; 
lere from thy daughter , sister , wife , 
midnight drain the stream of life ; 
!t loathe the banquet which perforce 
ist feed thy livid living corse : 
ly victims ere they yet expire 
tail know the demon for their sire , 
i cursing tliee , thou cursing them , 
ly flowers are withered on the stem. 
It one that for thy crime must fall, 
lall bless thee with 2i father's name — 
lat word shalt wrap thy heart in flame ! 
it must thou end thy task j and mark 
;r cheek's last tinge , her eye's last spark , 
id the last glassy glance must view 
hich freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 
len with unhallowed hand shalt tear 
be tresses of her yellow hair, 
r which in life a lock when shorn 
[feclion's fondest pledge was worn 3 
it now is borne away by thee , ' 

emorial of thine agony ! 
^et with thine own best blood shall drip 
by gnashing tooth and haggard lip } 
ben stalking to thy sullen grave ; 
3-aud with Gouls and Afrits rave ; 
ill these in horror shrink away 
"om spectre more aocorsed than t\ve^ \ 
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o How name ye yon lone Caloyer ? 

a His tealilrca I havit scaaued beFare 
•• 111 mine owu land : 'li» manj a year , 

■ Since, daahing by the lonely thore , 

• I saw iiim urge as Beet a steed 

- Ai ever served a boneman's need. 

- But once I saw tliat face , yet Ihen 

- It was so marked wilh invard pain, 

■ r could not pass it bj again ; 

■ It breathes the same dark spirit now , 

■ As death were atamped upon bis brow. 
•> "Tis twice three years at Eununer tide 

• Since Srst among our freres lie came ( 
•■ And bere it loothea him to abido 

' For some dark deed he will not nama. 

■ Bat neTsr at our Tesper prayer , 
•■ Nor e'er before confession chair 

« Kneels he , nor reeki he when ariie 
« Incense or anthem to the skiea , 
s But broods within his cell alone ; 
•• Bis faith nnd race alike unknown. 

- The sea from Paynim land he crosl , 
• And here aaceniledframlbecoait, 

- Yet seemsbenoti^Othman race, 

■ But only Chritlian in his lace : 

•• I'd judge him some stray renegade , 
•• Repentant oftlie change he made, 
' Save that he shun* our holy shrine , 

■ Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 

■ Great largess to these walls he brought, 
•• And Llius our abbot's ^voor bought ; 

" But were I Priw , not a day 

■ Should brook such stranger's (uriher sia; 

■ Or pent within oar penance cell 

- Should doom liira there [or aye to dwell 

- Much in his visions mutters he 

- 0( maiden 'whelmed beneath the sea ; 

- Of sabres clashing , foemen flying; 

• Wfongi aTOOgod , aitd Hoitam d'jiai^. 
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On cliff he hath been known to gtJuid ^ 
And rave as to some bloody hand 
Fresh severed from its pareut limb , 
Invisible to all but him , 
Which beckons onward to his grave , 
And lures to leap into the wave. » 



l^rk and unearthly is the scowl 
^hat glares beneath his dusky cowl : 
R&e flash of that dilatiug eye 
Repeals too much of times gone by; 
«HMigbjprying , indistinct its hue , 
^Cl wii!niis glance the gazer rue , 
in it lurks that nameless spell 
ich speaks , itself unspeakable , 
ipirit yet unquelled and high , 
It claims and keeps ascendancy ; 
^nd like the bird whose pinions quake , 
^ot cannot fly the gazing snake , 
^^m others quail beneath his look , 

'scape the glance they scarce can brook. 

him the half-affrighted Friar 
;n met alone would fain retire , 
if that eye and bitter smile 
tferred to others fear and guile : 
oft to smile descendeth he , 
when he doth *tis sad to see 
be but mocks at misery, 
that pale lip wiU curl and quiver! 
m fix once more as if for ever ; 
if his sorrow or disdain 

him e'er to smile again, 
fell were it so*-such ghastly mirth 
n joyance ne'er derived its birth. 
sadder ttiU it were to trace 
it oaee were feelings in that {ace *. 
we haib aoi yet the features fixed , 
AH^er tniu with evil mixiod-. 
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And there are hues not always fated , 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 

Even by the crimes throu^^h which it waded : 

The common crowd but see the gloom; 

The close observer can espy 

A noble soul , and lineage high : 

Alas ! though both bestowed in yaia , 

Which Grief could change , and Guilt could stain , 

It was no vulgar tenement 

To which such lofty gifts were lent , 

And siill with htlle less than dread 

On such the sight is rivetted. 

The roofless cot , decayed and rent , 

Will scarce delay the passer by : 
The tower by war or tempest bent , 
While yet may frown one battlement , 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye; 
Each ivied arch , and pillar lone , 
Pleads haughtily for glories gone ! 
« His floating robe around him foldiug , 

« Slow sweeps he through the columned aisle ; 
« With dread beheld , with gloom beholding 

« The riles that sanctify the pile, 
« But when the anthem shakes the choir , 
« And kneel the monks , his steps retire , 
« By yonder lone and wavering torch 
K His aspect glares within the porch ; 
« There will he pause liU all is done — 
« And hear the prayer , but utter none. 
« See — by the half>illumined wall 
» That pale brow wildly wreathing round , 
« As if the Gorgon there had bound 
« The sablest of the serpent-braid 
« That o'er her fearful forehead strayed : 
« For he declines the convent oath , 
M And leaves those locks unhallowed growth , 
« But wears our garb in all beside ; 
« And , not from piety but pride , 
♦' Gives wealth to walls XWv w^Nct Vi^wd 
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«)< Of his one holy vow nor word. 

•< Lo! — mark he, as the hj^rraony 

«c Peals louder praises to the sky , 

«c That livid cheek , that stony air 

•c Of mixed defiance and despair ! 

«( Saint Francis , keep him from the shrine ! 

«c Else may we dread that wrath divine 

«c Made manifest by awful sign. 

•e If ever evil angel bore 

mc The form of mortal , such he wore : 

«c By all my hope of sins forgiven , 

«c Such looks are not of earth nor heaven ! » 

To love the softest hearts are prone , 
But such can ne*er be all his own ; 
Too timid in his woes to share , 
"Too meek to meet , or brave despair ; 
iind sterner hearts alone may ieel 
The woand that time can never heal. 
The rugged metal of the mine 
'Must burn before its snrface shine , 
But plunged within the furnace-flame , 
Xt bents and melts — though still the same ; 
Then tempered to thy want , or will , 
*Twill serve thee to defend or kill ; 
Jl breast-plate for thine hour of need , 
Cr blade to bid thy foeman bleed ; 
iBat if a dagger's form it bear , 
liCt those who shape its edge , beware ! 
Thus passion's fire , and woman's art , 
Can turn and tame the sterner heart ; 
^rom these its form and tone are ta*cn , 
And what they make it , must remain y 
But break — before it bend again. 



If solitude succeed to grief; 
Release from pain is slight relief; 
The vacant bosom's wilderness 
Bligbt thank the pang that made il \e&s. 
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We loathe what none are left to share : 
Even bliss — *lwere woe alone to bear j 
The heart once left thus desolate 
Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 
It is as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal , 
And shudder , as the reptiles creep 
To revel o*er their rotting sleep , 
Without the power to scare away 
The cold consumer of their clay ! 
It is as if the desart-bird , 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 

To still her famished nestlings* scream , 
Nor mourns a life to them transferred. 
Should rend her rash devoted breast , 
And find them flown her empty nest. 
The keenest pangs the wretched find 

Are rapture to the dreary void , 
The leafless desart of the mind , 

The waste of feelings unemployed. 
Who would be doomed to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun ? 
Less hideous far the tempest's roar 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more — 
Thrown , when the war of minds is o*er , 
A lonely wreck on fortune's shore , 
'Mid sullen calm , and silent bay , 
Unseen to drop by dull decay ; — 
Belter to sink beneath the shock , 
Than moulder piecemeal on the rock! 

«c Father! thy days have passed in peace , 
« 'Mid counted beads, and countless prfiycr; 
« To bid the sins of others cease , 
« Thyself without a crime or care , 
« Save transient ills that all must bear , 
« Has been thy lot from youth to age ; 
«f And thou wilt bless thee from lUe ra^e 
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Snch as thy penitents nnfold , 

Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 

Within thy pure and pitying breast. 

My days , though few , have passed below 

In much of joy , but more of woe ; 

Yet still in hours of lo?e or strife , 

Vre 'scaped the weariness of life : 

Now leagued with friends ; now girt by foes , 

I loathed the languor of repose. 

Now nothing left to love or bate , 

No more with hope or pride elate , 

fd rather be the thing that crawls 

Most noxious o*cr a dungeon's walls , 

Than pass my dull , unvarying days , 

Condemned to meditate and gaze, 

Yet , lurks a wish within my breast 

For rest — but not to feel 'its rest. 

Soon shall my fate that wish fulfil ; 

And I shall sleep without the dream 

Of what I was , and would be still ; 

Dark as to thee my deeds may seem : 

My memory now is but^the tomb 

Of joys long dead; my hope, their doom; ^ 

Though better to have died with those, 

Thau bear a life of lingering woes. 

My spirit shrunk not to sustain 

Tne searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 

Nor sought the self-accorded grave 

Of ancient fool and modem knave : 

Yet death I have not feared to meet ; 

And in the field it had been sweet , 

Had danger wooed me on to move 

The slave of glory , not of love. 

Tve braved it—- not for honour's boast ; 
'■ I smile at laurels won or lost ; 
' To such }et others carve their way , 

/br Ju'gb renown, or liireling pay : 
^ui place again before my eyes 
^oght tfyit J deem a vrortlij prize ; 



m 



- Tlie maiJ I bve , the man I hate , 

- And I nill liunl llie steps otSUe , 
at To gave or sla; , as llicBe require , 

■ Tbrough reading sieel , and rolling En ; 
•> Nor need's! Iliou doubt this ipeecb Irom 
' Who would but do— what be halh done. 
' Dealb is but itiiat the haughty brave, 

■ Tbe weak must bear, Ibe nretch must ci 

• Then let life go lo him nho gaie : 

■ I liavc not quailed to danger's brow 
<• When high end liappj — need 1 iiaiu .■* 

- I loved her , friar ! nay , adored — 

• But these are vords that alt can use — 
> I proved it more iu deed than word ; 

' There's blood upon that dinted sw<Htl , 
' A sl.iin its steel can never Jose : 

- 'This slicd for her , who died for me , 
■ It warmed the heart of one abhorred : 

» No)', start not — no — nor bend Ihj knee 

• Mot midst my sins such act record: 

■ Thou will absolve me from Ibe deed , 

■ For he was hostile to thy creed ! 
<■ Tlie very name of Nazarene 

• Was wormwood lo his Pajnim spleen. 
' Ungrateful fool! since but for brands 

- Well wielded In some hard; hands, 

- And wounds by Galileans giien , 

■■ The surest pass to Turkish heaven , 

- For him his Houris still might wait 

• Impatient ai ihe prophet's gate. 

■ I loved lier — love will llnd its way 

« Tbrough paths where wolves would fear 

- And if it dares enougb , 'twere hard 
cc II passion met not some reward — 

« No matter how , or where , or why , 
« 1 did not vainly seek , nor sigli : 
« Vet sometimes, with remorse, in vain 
" / wisli she bad nol\ove4 agawi. 
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lied — I dare not tell thee how ; 
)ok — 'tis written on my brow ! 
i read of Cain the curse and crime , 
aracters unworn by time : 

ere thou dost condemn me, pause; 
nine the act , though I the cause, 
id he but wliat I had done 
(he been false to more than one. 
less to him , he gave the blow ; 
sree to me , I laid him low : 
i'er deserred her doom might be , 
reachery was truth to me ; 
e she gaTe her heart , that all 
h tyranny can ne'er enthrall; 
[ f alas ! too late to save I 
ill I then could give , 1 gave , 
I some relief , our foe a grave, 
eath sits lightly ; but her fate 
made me — ^what thou well ma/st hat^. 
loom was sealed — he knew it well , 
led by the voice of stern Taheer, 

in whose darkly boding ear 
leathshod pealed of murder near , 
ed the troop to where they fell ! 
ied too in the battle broil , 
le that heeds nor pain nor toil ; 
cry to Mahomed for aid , 
prayer to Alia all he made : 
new and crossed me in the fray-— 
3d upon him where he lay , 
watched his spirit ebb away : 
gh pierced like Pard by hunters' steel , 
;lt not half that now I feel, 
rched , but vainly searched , to find 
workings of a wounded mind ; 

feature of that sullen corse 
yed his rage but no remorse, 
what had Vengeance given to trace 
lir upon hia dying face ! 
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« The late repentance of that hour , 
•c When Penitence hath lost her power 
« To tear one terror firom the grave , 
« And -will not soothe | and cannot save. 

« The cold in clime are cold in blood, 
« Their love can scarce deserve the name; 
M But mine was like the lava flood 

« That boils iu iEtaa's breast of flame. 
« I cannot prate in palling strain 
« Of lady's-love , and beauty's chain : 
M If changing cheek , and scorching vein, 
tc Lips taught to writhe , but not complain , 
« If bursting heart , and mad'ning brain , 
« And daring deed , and vengeful steel , 
•■ And all that I have felt ^ and feel , 
« Betoken love — that love was mine , 
« And shown by many a bitter sign. 
« 'Tis true , I could not whine nor sigh , 
« 1 knew but to obtain or die. 
« I die — but first I have possessed , 
« And come what may, I have been blest. 
« Shall I the doom I sought upbraid ? 
« No — reft of all , yet undismayed 
« But for the thought of Leila slain, 
«c Give mc the pleasure with the pain , 
« So would I live and love again. 
«c I grieve , but not , my holy guide ! 
« For him who dies , but her who died : 
« She sleeps beneath the wandering wave — 
« Ah ! had she but an earthly grave , 
« This breaking heart and throbbing head 
« Should seek and share her narrow bed. 
« She was a form of life and light , 
« That , seen, became a part of sight; 
« And rose , where'er I turned mine eye , 
« The morning-star of Memory I 
« Yes , love indeed is light from heaven ; 
" A spark of that immottaX ^te 
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With angels 9kared , by Alia given , 

« To lift from earth our low deflire. 

Devotion wafts the mind above , 

But Heaven itself descends in love ; 

A feeling from the Godhead caught , 

To wean from self each sordid thought , 

A ray of bjm who formed the whole ; 

A glory circling round the soul! 

I grant my love imperfect, all 

That mortals by the name miscall ; 

Then deem it evil, what thou wilt; 

But say , oh say , hers was not guilt ! 

She was my life's unerring light: 

That quenched, what beam shall break my night? , 

Oh ! would it shone to lead me still « . . 

Although to death or deadliest ill! 

Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

« This present joy , this future hope , 

« Mo more with sorrow meekly cope } 

In phrenzy then their fate accuse : 

In madness do those fearful deeds 

«c That seem to add but guilt to woe? 

Alas ! the breast that inly bleeds 

« Hath nought to dread from outward blow : 

Who falls from all he knOwt of bliss. 

Cares little into what abyss. 

Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 

« To thee , old man , my deeds appear : 

I read abhorrence on thy brow , 

And this too was I born to bear ! 

'TIS true , that , like that bird of prey » 

With havock have I marked my way : 

But this was taught me by the dove , 

T6^ die — and know no second love. 

This lesson yet hath man to learn , 

Taught by the thing he dares to spurn : 

The bird that sings within the brake, 

The swan that swims upon iVie VtStft « 

One mate, and <me akme « ^W uSue. 
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« And let the fool still prone to range , 

cc And sneer on all who cannot change , 

« Partake his jest with boasting boys ; 

•c I envy not bis varied joys, 

« But deem such feeble , heartless man , 

«c Less than yon solitary swan 

«c Far , far beneath the shallow nuid 

•« He left believing and betrayed. 

•c Such shame at least was never mine 

« Leila ! each thought was only thine ! 

«c My good , my guilt , my weal , my woe , 

« My hope on high — my all below. 

« Earth holds no other like to thee , 

« Or y if it doth , in vain for me : 

« For worlds I dare not view the dame 

« Resembling thee , yet not the same. 

«c The very crimes that mar my youth , 

•c This bed of death — attest my truth ! 

« 'Tis all too late — thou wert , thou art 

«c The cherished madness of my heart ! 

« And slie was lost — and yet I breathed / 

«c But not the breath of human life : 
« A serpent round my heart was wreathed ,, 
« And stung my every thought to strife. 
M Alike all time, abhorred all place , 
«c Shuddering I shrunk from Nature's face , 
•« "Where every hue that charmed before , 
« The blackness of my bosom wore. 
« The rest thou dost already know , 
« And all my sins , and half my woe. 
<c But talk no more of penitence ; 
M Thou see'st I soon shall part from hence : 
t And if thy holy tale were true, 
« The deed that's done can*st thou undo ? 
« Think me not thankless — - but this grief 
« Looks not to priesthood for relief. 
« My soul's estate in secret guess : 
« But would'st thou pity more; say less. 
« Wbeu ihoa can'st bid mv Vei\a Vln^ % 
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«c Tbeo will I sue thee to forgiye ; 

•c Tbea plead my cause in tbal high place 

« Where purchased masses proffer grace. 

« Go , when the hunter's hand hath wrung 

« From forest-cave lier shrieking young , 

<« And calm the lonely lioness : 

« But soothe not — mock not my distress ! 

M la earlier days , and calmer hours , 

« When heart with heart delight to blend , 
« Where bloom my native valley's bowers 

« I had -— Ah ! have I now — a friend ! 
« To him this pledge I charge thee send , 

« Memorial of a youthful vow; 
«■ I would remind him of my end : 

« Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
« Brief thought to distant friendship's claim , 
« Yet dear to him my blighted name. 
« 'Tis strange — he prophesied my doom , 

«c And I have smiled — I then could smile — 

« And warn — I recked not what — the while ; 
« But now remembrance whispers o'er 
« Those accents scarcely marked before. 
« Say — that his bodings came to pass » 

« And he will start to hear their truth p 

•c And wish his words had not been sooth : 
« Tell him , unheeding as I was , 

« Through many a busy bitter scene 

« Of all our golden youth had been , 
« In pain , my faltering tongue had tried 
« To bless his nyemory ere I died ; 
« But heaven in wrath would turn away » 
« If gidlt should for the guiltless pray. 
« I do not ask him not to blame , 
<* Too gentle he to wound my name ; 
« And what have I to do with fame? 
«< I do not ask him not to mourn , 
•• Such cold request might sound like scorn ; 
M And what than friendship's manly tear 
M Uay )>etter grace a brotneT^s VAet*^ 
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« By prying stranger to be read , 
« Or stay the passing pi^rim's iread. « 
He passed — nor of bis name and race 
flath left a token or a trace, 
Save what the father must not say 
"Who shrived bim on bis d>ing day. 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved , or liim be slew. 



THE 



SIEGE OF CORINTH. 



1. 
Maut a vanished year and age , 
And tempest's breath , and battle's rage ; 
Have swept o'er CorinUi ; yet she stands 
A fortress formed to Freedom's bands. 
The whirlwind's wrath » the earthquake's shock , 
Have left untouched her hoary rooc , 
The keystone of a land , which still , 
Though fall'n , looks proudly on that hill , 
The land-mark to the double tide 
That purpling rolls on either side , 
As if their waters chafed to meet , 
Yet pause and crouch beneath her feet. 
But could the blood before her shed 
Since first Timoleon's brother bled , 
Or baffled Persia's despot fled, 
Arise from out the earth which drank 
The stream of slaughter as it sank, 
That sanguine Ocean would o'erflow 
Her isthmus idly spread below: 
Or could the bones of all the slain , 
"Who perished there , be piled again , 
That rival pyramid would rise 
Hore moantain«like , through those clear skies , 
Than yon tower-capt Acropolis , 
^hich seems the very clouds to kiss. 

11. 
On dun Cithaeron's ridge appears 
The ^leaiD of twice ten thousand speat » *• 
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Aud downward to the Isthmian plain , 
From shore to shore of either main , 
The tent is pitched, the crescent shines 
Along the Moslem's leaguering lines; 
And the dusk Spahi's bands advance 
Beneath each bearded pacha's glance; 
And far and wide as eye can reach 
The turbancd cohorts throng the beach ; 
And there the Arab's camel kneels , 
And there liis steed the Tartar wheeb ; 
The Turcoman hath left his herd , 
The sabre round his loins to gird; 
And there the volleying thunders pour , 
Till waves grow smoother to the roar. 
The trench is dug , the cannon's breath 
Wings the far hissing globe of death ; 
Fast whirl the fragments from the wall , 
Which crumbles with the ponderous ball ^ 
And from that wall the foe replies , 
O'er dusty plain and smoky skies , 
With fires that answer fast and well 
The summons of the Infidel. 

UI. 
But near and nearest to the wall 
Of those who wish and work its fall , 
With deeper skill in war's black art 
Than Olhmnn's sons, and high of heart 
As any chief that ever stood 
Triumphant in the fields of blood ; 
From post to post , and deed to deed , 
Fast spurring on his reeking steed , 
Where sallying ranks the trench assail , 
And make the foremost Moslem quail ; 
Or where the battery , guarded well , 
Remains as yet impregnable, 
Alighting cheerly to inspire 
The soldier slackening in his fire ; 
The First and freshest of tWe host 
WJuch S(amboul*s BuUan iVvexe cMiVio^^v, 
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To guide the follower o'er the field , 
To point the tube , the lance to wield , 
Or wliirl around the bickering blade ; — 
Was Alp , the Adrian renegade ! 

IV. 
From Venice — once a race of worth 
His gentle sires — he drew his birth ; 
But late an exile from her shore , 
Against his countrymen he bore 
The arms they taught to bear; and now 
The turban girt his shaven brow. 
Through many a change had Corinth passed 
With Greece to Venice's rule at last ; 
And here , before her walls , with those 
To Greece and Venice equal foes , 
He stood a foe, with all the zeal 
Which young and fiery conyerts feel , 
Within whose heated bosom throngs « 

The memory of a thousand wrongs. 
To him had Venice ceased to be 
Her ancient civic boast — « the Free ; » 
And in the palace of St. Mark 
Unnamed accusers in the dark 
Within the « Lion's mouth » had placed 
A charge against him unefEaced : 
He fled in time , and saved his life , 
To waste his future years in strife , 
That taught his land how great her loss 
In him who triumphed o'er the Cross , 
'Gainst which he reared the Crescent high , 
And battled to avenge or die. 

V. 
GoumoOrgi *— he whose closing scene 
Adorned the triumph of Eugene , 
When on Carlowitz bloody plain , 
The hist and mightiest of the slaia, 
He sank , regretting not to die , 
gnt curst the Christian's ticlorj — - 
f^oumoargi -^ can his g^ory cea&e, 
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That latest conqueror of Greece , 
Till Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yore? 
A hundred years have rolled away 
Since he refixed the Moslem's sway ; 
And now he led the Mussulman , 
And gave the guidance of the van 
To Alp I who well repaid the trust 
By cities levelled with the dust ; 
And proved , by many a deed of death , 
How firm his heart in novel faith. 

VI. 
The walls grew weak; and fast and hot 
Against them poured the ceaseless shot , 
With unabating fury sent 
From battery to battlement ; 
And thunder -like the pealing din ' 
Rose from each heated culverin ; 
And here and there some crackling dome 
Was fired before the exploding bombt 
And as the fabric sank beneath 
The shattering shell's volcanic breath , 
In red and wreathing columns flashed 
The flame , as loud the ruin crashed , 
Or into countless meteors driven, 
Its earth-stars melted into heaven ; 
Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun , 
Impervious to the hidden sun, 
With volumed smoke that slowly grew 
To one wide sky of sulphurous hue. 

VII. 
But not for vengeance , long delayed , 
Alone , did Alp , the renegade , 
The Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the promised breach : 
Within these walls a maid was pent 
His hope would win , without consent 
Of that inexorable sire , 
Whose heart refused bim in Via \te , 
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Xlcr xirgin hand aspired to claim. 
Xn happier mood , and earlier time , 
>^hile unimpeached for traitorous crime , 
Cjayest in gondola or hall , 
He glittered through the GarniTal ; 
^nd tuned the softest serenade 
That e'er on Adria's waters played 
^t midnight to Italian maid. 

VIII. 
^nd many deemed her heart was won ; 
for sought by numbers , given to none , 
Kad young Francesca's hand remained 
Slill by the diurch's bonds unchained ; 
•And when the Adriatic bore 
Xjanciotto to the Paynim shore , 
XJer wonted smiles were seen to fail , 
•And pensive waxed the maid and pale; 
^!ore constant at confessional j 
l^Iore rare at masque and festival ; 
CDr seen at such with downcast eyes , 
AiVhich conquered hearts they ceased to price : 
'Vrith listless look she seems to gaze ; 
"Vrilh humbler care her form arrays ; 
Xjer voice less lively in the song ; 
I^er step , though light , less fleet among , 

Tlie pairs, on whom the Morning's glance 
breaks , yet unsated with the dauce. 

IX. 

Sent by the state to guard the land , 

CWhich , wrested from the Moslem's haad , 

^bile Sobieski tamed his pride. 

^y Buda's wall and Danube's side , 

I'he chiefs of Venice wrung away 

^rom Palra to Euhoea's bay ,) ^ 

^linotti held in Corinth's towers 

I'he Doge's delegated powers , 

'^^hile yet the pitying eye of Peace 

Smiled o'er her long forgotten Greece : 

And ere that faithless truce wad broke 
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Which frco(l her from ihc unchristian }'oke , 
With him his gcnlle daughter came ; 
Nor there , since Mcnel.ius' dame 
Forsook her lord and land , to proTC 
What woes await on lawless love , 
Had fairer form adorned the shore 
Than she , tlie matchless stranger , bore. 

X. 
The wall is rent , the ruins yawn ; 
And , with to morrow's earliest dawn , 
O'er the disjointed mass shall vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 
The bands arc ranked ; the chosen van 
Of Tartar , and of Mussulman , 
The full of hope , misnamed « forlorn , » 
Who hold the thought of death in scorn, 
And win their way with falchion s force , 
Or pave the path with many a corse , 
O'er which the following brave may rise , 
Their stepping-stone — the last who dies ! 

XI. 
*Tis midnight : on the mountains brown , 
The cold, round moon shines deeply down; 
Blue roll the waters , blue the sky 
Spreads like an Ocean hung on high , 
Bespangled with those isles of light , 
So wildly , spirituatly bright ; 
Who ever gazed upon them shining , 
And turned to earth without repining » 
Nor wished for wings to flee away , 
And mix with their eternal ray? 
The waves on either shore lay there 
Calm , clear , and azure as the air ; 
And scarce their foam the pebbles shook , 
But murmured meekly as the brook. 
The winds were pillow^ed on the waves ; 
The banners drooped along their slaves , 
And , as ihey fell around them furling, 
Above ihcm shone the crescent curling ; 
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And that deep silence was unbrokc , 

Save where the watch his signal spoke , 

Save where tlie slecd neighed oft and slirill, 

And echo answered from ibe hill , 

And the wide hum of that wild host 

Rustled like leaves from coast to coast , 

As rose the Muezzin's voice in air 

In midnight call to wonted prayer , 

It rose , that chanted mournful strain , 

Like some lone spirit's o'er the plain : 

'Twas musical , but sadly sweet , 

Such as when winds and Jiarp-slrings meet , 

And take a long unmeasured tone , 

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 

It seemed to those within the wall 

A cry prophetic of their fall : 

It struck even the besieger's ear 

>yilh something ominous and drear , 

An undefined and sudden thrill , 

>\hich makes the heart a moment stilt , 

Then beat with quicker pulse , ashamed 

Of that strange sense its silence framed; 

Such as a sudden passing-bell 

Wakes , though but for a stranger's knell. 

XII. 
The tent of Alp was on the shore ; 
The sound was hushed , the prayer was o'er ; 
The watch was set, the night-round made, 
AH mandates issued and obeyed : 
'Tis but another anxious night , 
His pains the morrow may requite 
With all revenge and love can pay, 
In guerdon for their long delay. 
Few hours remain , and he hath need 
Of rest , to nerve for many a deed 
Of slaughter ; but within his soul 
The thoughts like troubled waters roll. 
lie stood alone among the host ; 
Not his the loud fanatic boast 
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To f»lant ibe crescent o*er the cross , 

Or risk a life with Hltie loss , 

Secure in paradise to be 

By Houris loved immortally : 

Nor his , what burning patriots feel. 

The stern exaltedness of zeal > 

Profuse of blood , untired in toil , 

'When battling on the parent soil. 

He stood alone — a renegade 

Against the country he betrayed; 

Be stood alone amidst his band , 

Without a trusted heart or hand : 

They followed him , for he was brave , 

And great the spoil he got and gave ; 

They crouched to him , for he had skill 

To warp and wield the vulgar will : 

But still his Christian origin 

\Vith them was little less than sin. 

They envied even the faithless fame 

Be earned beneath a Moslem name , 

Since he , their mightiest chief , had been 

In youth a bilter Mazarene. 

They did not know how pride can stoop ^ 

"When bafQed feelings withering droop ; 

They did not know how hate can burn 

In hearts once changed from soft to stern ; 

Nor all the false and fatal zeal 

The convert of revenge can feel. 

Be ruled them-man may rule the worst , 

By ever daring to be first : 

So lions o'er the jackal sway ; 

The jackal points , he fells the prey , 

Then on the vulgar yelling press , 

To gorge the relics of success. 

xm. 

His head grows fevered , and his pulse 
The quick successive throbs convulse; 
''n vain from side to side he throws 
U$Jorm , in courtship of repose ; 
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Or if he dozed , a sound , a stait 
Awoke him with a sutiken heart. 
The turban on his hot brow pressed , 
The mail weighed lead-like oo his breast ,. 
Though oft and long beneath its weight 
Upon his eyes had slumber sate , 
'Without or couch or canopy , 
Except a rougher field and sky 
Than now might yield a warrior's bed ^ 
Than now along the heaven was spread. 
He could not rest , he could not stay 
"Within his tent to wait for day , 
But walked him forth along the sand , 
Where thousand sleepers strewed the strand. 
What pillowed them ? and why should he 
More wakeful than the humblest be ? 
Since more their peril , worse their toil , 
And yet they fearless dream of spoil ; 
V^hile he alone , where thousands passed 
A night of sleep , perchance their last ,. 
In sickly vigil wandered on , 
And envied all he gazed upon. 

XIV. 
He felt his soul become more light 
Beneath the freshness of the uight. 
Cool was the silent sky , though calm ,. 
And bathed his brow with airy balm ; 
Behind , the cam])— before him lay , 
In many a winding creek and bay , 
Lepanto*s gulf : and , on the brow 
Of Delphi's hill , unshaken snow , 
High and eternal , such as shone 
Througli thousand summers brightly gone , 
Along the gulf , the mount , the clime ; 
It will not melt , like man , to time : 
Tyrant and slave are swept away , 
Less formed to wear before the ray ; 
But jhat while veil , the lightest , (railed v 
Whicli QD the mighty mounl \\\o\i \\;)^e%\ « 
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■While lower anJ tree are lorn and rent , 
Sliincs o'er its craggj' balllemeiit ; 
la form d peak , lu height a cloud , 
Id texture like a bovering sliroud , 
Tlius high bj parting Freedom spread , 
As from her foiiri ahode she lied , 
And lingered on the spot , wheiv long 
Ber prophet spirit spake in song. 
Ob! Blill her step at momente tiltcrs 
O'er williered Gelds and ruined allare , 
And fain woold wake , in souls too brokeo 
Bj pointing to each glorious token. 
But vain her voice, till belter da}s 
Dawn in those yet remembered rajs 
'Wliich shone upon (be Persian Hying , 
And saw Ibe Spartan emile in djiug., 

XV. 
Not mindless of Ihese might)' limes 
Was Alp , despite his lliglit Bad crimes ; 
And througb this night , as on lie wanilen 
And o'er the past and present pondered , 
And ihouglit upon the glorious dead 
Who (here in heller cause had bled, , 
He felt how faint and feehly dim 
The fame thai could accrue lo him , 
Who cheered llie band , and waved the sw(ir< 
A irailar in a turbaned liorde j 
And led them lo Itie lawless siege. 
Whose besl success were sacrilege. 
Hot so bad ihose bis fancy numbered , 
The chiefs whose dust around liim sluniberei 
Their plialani marshalled on llie plain , 
Whose bulwarks were nol Ihen in vain. 
Tiiey (ell dcvoled, but undying , 
The very gale their names seemed sighing ; 
The waters murmured of their name ; 
The woods were peopled with their fame ; 
The aileot pillar , lone and graf , 
Claimed kindred itilh ibeir aocied. c^A'j ', 
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Their spirits wrapl the dusky mounlain , 
Their memory sparkled o*er tho fountain j 
The meanest rill , the mightiest river , 
Rolled mingling with their fame for ever. 
Despite of every yoke she bears , 
That land is glory's still and theirs ! 
'Tis still a watch -word to the earth : 
When man would do a deed of worth 
He points to Greece , and turns to tread , 
So sanctioned , on the tyrant's head : 
He looks to her , and rushes on 
Where life is lost , or freedom won. 

XVI. 
Still by the shore Alp mutely mused , 
And wooed the freshness Night dillused. 
There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea, 
Which changeless rolls eternally; 
So that wildest of waves , in their angriest mood , 
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood ; 
And the powerless moon beholds them flow , 
Heedless if she come or go : 
Calm or high ; in main or bay , 
On their course she hath no sway. 
The rock unworn its base doth bare , 
And looks o'er ilie surf , but it comes not there ; 
And the fringe of the foam may be seen below . 
On the line that it left long ages ago ; 
A smooth short space of yellow sand 
Between it and the greener land. 
He wandered on, along the beach , 
Till within the range of a carbiu's reach 
Of the leagnered wall ; but they saw him not ; 
Or how could he 'scape from the hostile shot i 
Did traitors lurk in the Christians' hold? 
Were their hands grown stiff , or their hearts waxed cold ? 
1 know not , in sooth ; but from yonder wall 
There flashed no lire , and there hissed no ball , 
Though he stood beneath the bastion's frown , 
That flanked the sea-ward gale of lU% lo^u-. 
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Though ho beard the sound , and could almost leU 

The sullen words of ihe sentinel , 

A!4 his measured step on the stone below 

Clanked , as he pace<l it to and fro ; 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 

Hold o'er the dead their carnival , 

Gorging and growling o'er carcass and limb ; 

They were too busy to bark at him! 

From a Tartar's skull they had stripped the flesh , 

As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh ; 

And their while tusks crunched o'er the whiter skull , 

As it slipped through their jaws, when their edge grewdidl, 

As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead , 

When they scarce could rise from the spot where they fed; 

So well had they broken a lingering fast 

With those who had fallen for that night's repast.- 

And Alp knew , by the turbans that rolled on the sand^ 

The foremost of these were the best of his band : 

Crimson and green were the shawls ot their wear ^ 

A lid each scalp had a single long tuft of hair ^ 

All the rest was shaken and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dogs maw ^ 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

But close by the shore , on the edge of the gulf , 

There sat e vulture flapping a wolf, 

Who had stolen from the hills , but kept away » 

Scared by the dogs , from the human prey ; 

But he seized on his share of a steed that lay , 

Picked by the birds , on the sands of tlie bay« 

XVII. 
Alp turned him from the sickening sight : 
Never had shaken his nenes in fight ; 
Diit he better could brook to behold the dying , 
Peep in the tide of their warm blood lying , 
Seorched with the deal h- thirst , and writhing in yaio» 
Than the perishing dead who are past all pain. 
Tiicre is something of pride \u vW ^«;T^o>\%>ciw« , 
^Vbate'er bo the shape \i\ vi\uc\\ AcavV mvx-^ ViN*«t\ 
^or Fame is lher« lo sa? vi\\o Ute^^* » 
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And Honour^s eye on daring deeds ! 

But when all is past , it is bumbling (o tread 

O'er the weltering 6eld of the tombiess dead , 

And see worms of the earth , and fowls of the air ,^ 

Beasts of the forest , all gathering there ; 

All regarding, roan as their prey ^ 

All rejoicing in his decay. 

xvin. 

There is a temple in ruin stands , 

Fashioned by long forgotten hands ; 

Two or three columns , and many a stone. , 

Marble and granite , with grass o'er grown ! 

Out upon Time ! it will leave no more 

Of the things to come than the things before ! 

Out upon Time ! who for ever will leave 

But enough of the past for the future to grieve 

0*er that which hath been , and o*er that which must be i. 

What we have seen , our sons shall see ; 

Remnants of things that have passed away, 

Fragments of stone , reared by creatures of clay ! 

XIX. 
He sate him down at a pillar'^s base , 
And passed his hand athwart his face; 
Like one in dreary musing mood , 
Declining was his altitude ; 
His head was drooping on his breast , 
Fevered , throbbing , and opprest ; 
And o'er his brow , so downward bent , 
Oft his beating fingers went , 
Hurriedly , as you may see 
Your own run over the ivory key, 
Ere the measured tone is taken 
By the chords you would awaken. 
There he sate all heavily , 
kfi he heard the niglit-wind siglv. 
ya3 it the wind, ihrough some l\oUo^ aVoive « 
?/?/ that soft and tender moan? 
lifted his head, and he looked ou v\\ei %e«^ ^ 
^ was uarippled as glass xna^ be •, ^^ 
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lie looked on llie long grass — it waved not a blade ; 

How was that gentle sound conveyed? 

He looked to the banners — each flag lay still , 

So did the leaves on Cilhaeron's hill , 

And he fell not a hreaih come over his cheek ; 

What did that sudden soimd bespeak? 

He turned to the left — is he sure of sight ? 

There sate a lady , youthful and bright ! 

XX. 

He started up with more of fear 

Than if an armed foe were near. 

« God of my fathers ! what is here? 

« Who art thou , and wherefore sent 

« So near a hosliie armament? » 

His trembling hands refused to sign 

The cross he deemed no more divine : 

He had resumed it in that how , 

But conscience wrung away the ])0wcr. 

He gazed, he saw: he knew llie face 

Of beauty , and the form of grace ; 

It was Francesca by his side, 

The maid who might have bedn his bride ! 

The rose was yet upon her check , 

But mellowed with a tenderer streak : 

Where was the play of her soft lips tied? 

Gone was the smile that enlivened their red. 

The Ocean's calm within their view , 

Beside her eye had less of blue ; 

But like that cold wave it stood still , 

And its glance, though cluar , was chill. 

Around her form a thin robe twining , 

Nought concealed her bosom shining ; 

Through the parting of her hair, 

Floating darkly downward there , 
Her rounded arm sbowed -wVulft aw^iV^x^ \ 
And ere yet she made Te\A>f , 
Once ^he raised her hand ot\ \\\^\ % 
^l was so wan , and transparcnV o^ \x^^^ > 
^ou micrht have seen lUe mootv %\xvw^ ^^^^^^^"^^ 
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XXI. 

« I come from, my rest to liim I love best , 
« That I may be happy , and he may be blest. 
« I have passed the guards , the gale ,lhe wall ; 
« Sought thee in safety through foes and all. 
« *Tis said the lion will turn and flee 
« From a maid in the pride of her purity ; 
« And the power on high , that can shield the good 
«« Thus from the tyrant of the wood , 
« Ilath extended its mercy to guard me as well 
« Fi-om the hands of the leaguering lufidel. 
« I come — and if I come in vain j 
« Never , oh never , we meet again ! 
« Thou hast done a fearful deed 
•c In falling away from thy father's creed : 
« But dash that turban to earth , and sign 
«< The sign of the cross , and for ever be mine ; 
« Wring the black drop from thy heart , 
c< And to-morrw unites us no more to part. » 
M And where should our bridal couch be spread? 
« In the midst of the dying and the dead ? 
« For to-morrow we give to the slaugluer and flame 
** The sons and the shrines of the Christian nama. 
« None , save thou and thine , I've sworn , 
« Shall be left upon the morn ; 
« But thee will I bear to a lovely spot , 
« Where our hands shall be joined, and our sorrow forgot, 
« There thou .yet shalt be my bride , 
•c When once again I've quelled the prido 
« Of Venice; and hqr hated race 
« Have felt the arm they would debase 
** Scourge , with a whip of scorpions , thos« 
« Whom vice and envy made my foes. » 
Upon his hand she laid her own -^ 
Light was the touch , but it thrilled lo \.Va \i<i\x% ^ 
AFjd shot a c/u7lness to his \\«aiTl , 
Which 6xed him beyond l\\e poNNCT Vo ?\?v\\. 
Though slight was that grasp so tivotV^V g.c\<V , 
Ue coaltl not loose Mm from Vis VvoV^ % 
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But ncTcr did cinsp of one so dear 
Strike on the pulse 'with such feeling of fear ; 
As those thill fingers , long and white , 
Froze through his blood by their touch that night. 
The feverisli glow of his brow was gone , 
And his heart sank so still that it felt like stone » 
As he looked on the face , and beheld its hue 
So deeply changed from what he knew : 
Fair but faint — without the ray 
Of mind, that made each feature play 
Like sparkling waves on a sunny day; 
And her motionless lips lay slili as death , 
And her words came forth without her breath , 
And there rose not a heave o'er her bosom's sweff, 
And there seemed not a pulse in her veins to dwell. 
Though her eye shone out , yet the lids were filed , 
And the glance that it gave was wild and unmixed 
With aught of change , as the eyes may seem 
Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream; 
Like the figures on arras , that gloomily glare , 
Stirred by the breath of the winlrv air. 
So seen by the dying lamp's fitful light y 
Lifeless , but life-like , and awful to sight ; 
As lliey seem , through the dimness , about to come down 
From the shadowy wall where their images frown ; 
Fearfully flitting to and fro , 
As the gusts on the tapestry come and go. 
•• If not for love of me be given 
•c Thus much , then , for the love of heaven , — 
•* Again I say — that turban tear 
«( From off thy faithless brow , and swear 
« Thine injured country's sons to spare , 
•( Or thou art lost; and never shalt see 
«« Not earth — that's past — but heaven or me. 
•c If this thou dost accord , albeit 
•• A heavy doom 'tis thine lo mee.v , 
• That doom sJiall bal^ absoWe V^^ %\tv , 
iad mercy's gate may reteWe vVvee V\>\vva. \ 
l»f pau»€ one moment mote , ^li^ ^'^^ 
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« The curse of nim thou didst forsake ; 
«c And look once more to heaven , and see 
*c Its love for ever shut fi'om thee, 
•e There is a light clond by the moon — • 
« 'Tis passing, and will pass full soon — 
•c If , by the time its vapoury sail 
«c Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil , 
«c Thy heart within thee is not changed , 
«c Then God and man are both avenged ; 
« Dark wilt thy doom be , darker still 
« Thine immortality of ill. » 
^Ip looked to heaven , and saw on high 
The sign she spake of in the sky ; 
But his heart was swollen, and turned aside ^ 
"By deep interminable pride. 
Tliis Grst false passion of his breast ! 
IRolled like a torrent o'er the rest. 
Me sue for mercy ! He dismayed 
^y wild words of a timid maid ! 
Me , wronged by Venice , vow to save 
Ker sons , devoted to the grave ! 
Ko-^tliongh that cloud were thunder's worst, 
^nd charged to crush him — let it burst ! 
Ke looked upon it earnestly , 
'Vrithout an accent of reply ; 
fie watched it passing ; it is flown : 
^ i^uU on bis eye the clear moon shone , 
^ And thus he spake — « Whate'er my fate , 

•« I am no changeHng — *tis too late : 
'_ •« The reed in storms may bow and quiver , 
•« Then rise again ; the tree must shiver. 
^ What Venice made me , I must be , 
•« Her foe in all , save love to thee : 
^ But thou art safe : oh ! ffy with me ! » 
^e turned, but she is p^one ! 
; ^oibiJM' is there but the column stone. 
; ^atb she sunk ia the earth, or mellud \n a\T \ 
' -^ saw not, he kneyr not ; hut nolUnft *^ ^^«^• 
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XXII. 

The night is past , and shines the sun 
As if that inorn were a jocund one. 
Lightly and brightly breaks away 

. The Morning from her mantle gray , 
And the Noun will look on a sultry day. 
Uark to the trump , and the drum , 
And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn , 
And the flap of the banners, that Uit as tlicyVe 1 
And the neigh of tlie steed , and the multitutle's I 
And the clash, and the shout, Uhey come, they 
The horsetails are plucked from the ground, and the 
From its sheath , and they form , and but wait for the 
Tartar , and Spahi , and Turcoman , 
Strike your leu Is , and throng to the van , 
Mount ye , spur ye , skirr the plain , 
That the fugitive may ilee in vain , 
"When he breaks from the town ; and none esca 
Aged or young , in the Christian shape ; 
While your fellows on foot , in a fiery mass , 
Bloodstain the breach through which they pass. 
The steeds are all bridled , and snort to the n 
Curved is each neck , and flowing each mane ; 
While is the foam of their champ on the bit : 
The spears are uplifted ; the matches are lit ; 
The cannon are pointed , and ready ta roar , 
And crush the wall they have crumblgd before : 
Forms in his phalanx* each Janizar ; 
Alp at their head ; his right arm is bare , 
So is the blade of his scimitar ; 
The klian and the pachas are all at their post; 
The Vizier himself at ihe head of the host. 
When the culverin's signal is fired, then on; 
Leave not in Corinth a living one — 
A priest at her altars , a chief in her halls , 
A hearth in her mawsvous , ^i ftVowvi <itk. Vet -^^ 
God and the prop\\cl — K\W \\v\\ 

Up to the skies wUU V\\a\. VvU \\^\W. 

« There the breach Vies lor v;x&s^?>^^ » \\v«.\^'J^^ 
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t And jour Iiands on your sabres, and how should ye fail ? 
€« He who first downs with ihe red cross may crave 
« His heart's dearest wish , let him agk it , and have ! » 
Thus uttered Coumourgi , the dauntless Vizier ; 
The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear, 
And the shout of fierce thousands in joyous ire : — 
Silence — hark to the signal — fire ! 

XXIII. 
As the wolves , that headlong go 
On the stately buffalo , 
Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar. 
And hoofs that stamp , and horns that gore , 
He tramples on earth , or tosses on high 
The foremost , who rush on his strength but to die : 
Thus against the wall they went , 
Thus the first were backwafd bent ; 
Many a bosom , sheathed in brass , 
Strewed the earth like broken glass , 
Shivered by the shot, that tore 
The ground whereon they moved no more : 
Even as they fell , in files they lay , 
Like the mower's grass at the close of day , 
When his work is done on the levelled plain ; 
Such was the fall on the foremost slain. 

XXIV. 
As the spring-tides , with heavy plash , 
From the cliffs .invading dash 
Huge fragments, sapped by the ceaseless flow, 
Till white and thundering down they go , 
Like the avalanche's snow 
On the Alpi^ie vales below ; 
. Thus at length , outbreathed and worn , 
Corinth's sons were downward borne 
By the long and oft renewed 
Charge of the Moslem multitude. 
In firmness they stood , And in masses they fell , 
Heaped, by the host of the Infidel , 
Hand to hand, and foot to fool *. 
Nothing there , save Death , was ta\x\«i \ 
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Stroke, and thrubl, aud UasL, and Ci'j 

For quarter , or for victory , 

Mingle there with the volleying^ thunder ^ 

Which makes the distant cities wonder 

How the sounding battle goes , 

If with them , or for their foes ; 

If they must mourn , or may rejoice 

In that annihilating voice 

Which pierces the deep hills tlirough and tliroogli 

With an echo dread and new : 

You might have heard it , on that day , 

O'er Salamis and Megara; 

(We have heard the hearers say,) 

Even unto Piraeus bay. 

XXV. 
From tlie point of encountering blades to the hilt » 
Sabres and swords with blood were gilt ; 
But the rampart is won j and the spoil begun , 
And all but the after carnage done. 
Shriller shrieks now mingling come 
From within the plundered dome : 
Hark to the haste of flying feet , 
That splash in the blood of the slippery street ; 
But here and there , where 'vantage ground 
Against ihe foe may still be found , - 
Desperate groups , of twelve or tea , 
Make a pause , and turn again — 
With banded backs against the wall, 
Fiercely stands, or fighting fall. 
There stood an old man — his hairs were white , 
But his veteran arm was full of might -: 
So gallantly bore he the brunt of the fray , 
The dead beiore him , on thai day , 
In a semicircle lay ; 
Still he combated unwounded , 
I'hough retreating, unsurrounded. 
Many a scar of former Bght 
JLurked beneath his corsleV brv^VxV *, 
^l of everj wound b*i» boA^ \>oTe 



THE SIEGE OF CURI.'fTlf. 1-49 

Each and all kad been ta'en before : 

Though aged , he was so iron of limb , 

Few of our youth could cope wilii him ; 

And the foes , whom he singly kept at bay ^ 

Outnumbered his thin hairs of silver gray. 

From right to left his sabre swept : 

Many aa Olhman mother ^ept^ 

Sons that were unborn ^ ^o dipped 

His weapon first in Mosletb gore » 

Ere his years could count a score. 

Of all he might have been the sire 

Who fell that day beneath his ire ; 

For, sonless left long years ago, 

His wrath made many a childless foe ; 

Aud sin^ the day , when in the strait 

His only boy had met his fate. 

His parent's iron hand did doom 

More than a human hecatomb. 

If shades by carnage be appeased , 

Palroclus' spirit less was pleased 

Than his , Minotli's son , who died 

Where Asia's bounds and ours divide. 

Buried he lay , where thousands before 

For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore : 

What of them is left , to tell 

Where they lie , and how they fell ? 

Not a stone on their turf , nor a bono'in their graves; 

But they live in the verse that immortally saves. 

XVVI. 
Hark to the Allah shout ! a band 
Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand : 
Their leader's nervous arm is bare , 
Swifter to smite , and never to spare — 
Unclothed to the shoulder it waves them on ; 
Thus in the fight is he ever known : 
Others a gaudier garb may show , 
To tempt the spoil of the greedy ioe; 
hjtf a haad'a oa a richer hilt, 
// aoae on a steel more ruddily gill k 
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Many a loftier turban may wear, — 
Alp is but known by the white arm bare ; 
Look through the thick of the fight , 'tis tliere ! 
There is not a standard on that shore 
So well advanced the ranks before ; 
There is not a banner in Moslem war 
Will lure the Delhis half so far ; -.>■ 

It glances Hke a falling star I ' 

Where'er that mighty arm is seen , 
The bravest be ; or late have been ; 
There the craven cries for quarter 
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar; 
Or the hero , silent lying , 
Scorns to yield a groan in dying ; 
Mustering his last feeble blow 
'Gainst the nearest levelled foe , 
Though faint beneath the mutual wound , 
Grappling on the gory ground. 

XXVII. 
Still the old man stood erect , 
And Alp's career a moment checked. 
« Yield thee , Minotti ; quarter take , 
« For thine own , thy daughter's sake. » 
"- Never, renegado , never ! 
« Though the life of thy gift would last for ever. 
« Francesca ! — my promised bride ! 
« Must she too perish by thy pride ? » 
« She is safe. » — « Where ? where ? » — « In hes 
« From whence thy traitor soul is driven — 
<t Far from thee , and undefiled. » 
Grimly then Minotti smiled , 
As he saw A staggering bow * 

Before his words , as with a blow. 
« Oh God ! when died she ? » — « Yesternight — 
«< Nor weep I for her spirit's Qight : 
« None of my pure race shall be 
« Slaves to Mahomet and thee — 
« Come on ! » — That challenge is in vain — 
Alp's already wilh the sVaVnl 
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e Minotti's words were wrcakiug 

revenge in biller speaking , 

his falchion's point had found , 
the time allowed to wound, 

within the neighbouring porch 
long defended church , 
*e the last and desperate few 
Id the failing light renew , 
sharp shot dashed Alp to the ground; 
an eye could view the wound 

crashed through the brain of the infidel , 
id he spun , and down he foil ; 
ish like lire within his eyes 
id , as he bent no more to rise , 
then eternal darkness sunk 
'Ugh all the palpitating trunk ; 
;ht of life left , save a quivering 
re his limbs were slightly shivering : 
r turned him on his back ; his breast 

brow were stained with gore and dust , 

through his lips the life-blood oozed , 
a its deep veins lately loosed ; 
in his pulse there was no throb , 
on his lips one dying sob ; 
, nor word , nor struggling breath 
Ided his way to death : 
his very thought could pray , 
leled he passed away , 
lOut a hope from mercy's aid , — 
he last a renegade. 

xxvin. 

•fully the yell arose 

lis followers , and his foes ; 

je in joy , in fury those : 

1 again in contlict mixing , 

hing swords , and spears transfixing , 

rchanged the blow and thrust , 

ing warriors in the dust. 

el by street, and foot by loot , 
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Still Minotti diu'es dispute 

The latest portion of the land 

Left beneath his high command ; 

With him , aiding heart and hand , 

The remnant of his gallant hand. 
. Still the church is tenable , 

Whence issued late the fated ball 
That half avenged the city's fall , 

When Alp, her fierce assailant , fuU: 

Thither bending sternly back , 

They leave before a bloody track ; 

And , with their faces to tJie foe , 

Dealing ^wounds with every blow , 

The chief , and his retreating train , 

Join to those within the fane : 

There they yet may breathe awhile , 

Sheltered by the massy pile. 

XXIX. 

Brief breathing-time f tlie turbaned host , 

With added ranks and raging boast , 

Press onwards with such strength and heat. 

Their numbers balk their own retreat ; 

For narrow the way that led to the spot 

Where still the Christians yielded not; 

And the foremost , if fearful , may vainly try 

Through the massy column to tuni and fly ; 

They perforce must do or die. 

They die ; but ere their eyes could close , 

Avengers o*er their bodies rose ; 

Fresh and furious, fast they fill 

The ranks unthinned, though slaughtered still; 

And faint the weary Christians wax 

Before the still renewed attacks : 

And now the Othmans gain the gate; 

Still resists its iron weight , 

And still , all deadly aimed and hot , 

From every crevice comes the shot ; 

From every shattered window pour 

The YoUeys of the ^ulpburouft %W«et v 
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fie portal wavering grows and weak — 
ron yields , the hinges creak — 
ids — it fails — and all is o'er ; 
Gortnlh may resist no more ! 

XXX. 
f , sternly , and all alone , 
ti stood o'er the altar stone : 
ina's face upon him shone , 
!d in heavenly hues above , 
eyes of light and looks of love ; 
>laced upon that holy shrine 
L our thoughts on things divine ^ 

pictured there, we kneeling see 

and the boy-God on. her knee , 
ig sweetly on each prayer 
;aven , as if to waft it there, 
he smiled ; even now she smiles , 
;h slaughter streams along her aisles ; 
i lifted his aged eye , 
lade the sign of a cross with a sigh , 
seized a torch which blazed thereby ; 
till he stood , while , with steel and ilame , 
I and onward the Mussulman came. 

XXXI. 
aults beneath the mosaic stone 
ned the dead of ages gone ; 
names were on the graven floor , 
m illegible with gore ; 
trved crests , and curious hues 
ried marble's veins diffuse , 
imeared , and slippery — stained , and stro wn 
Token swords , and helms o'erthrown : 
were dead above , and the dead below 
Id in many a coffined row ; 
ight see them piled in sable state , 
lie light through a gloomy grate ; 
ir had entered their dark caves 
ored along the vaulted graves 
phurous treasures, thickly spTe;)A 
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In niassos by the flcshless dead : 
Here , lliroiigliout ihe siege , had been 
The Christian's chiefest magazine ; 
To tliese a late formed train now led , 
Minolti's last and stern resource 
Against the foe's o'erwhelming force. 

XXXIl. 
The foe came on , and few remain 
To strive , and those must strive in vain : 
For lack of further lives , to slake 
The thirst of vengeance now awake , 
"With barbarous blows they gash the dead , 
And lop the already lifeless head , 
And fell the statues from their niche , 
And spoil the shrines of offerings rich , 
And from each other's rude hands wrest 
The silver vessels saints had blessed , 
To the high altar on they go; 
Oh ! but it made a glorious show ! 
On its table still behold 
The cup of consecrated gold ; 
Massy and deep , a glittering prize , 
Brightly it sparkles to plunderer's eyes : 
That morn it held the holy wine , 
Converted by Christ to his blood so divine , 
"Which his worshippers drank at the break of day, 
To shrive their souls ere they joined in the fray. 
Still a few drops wiihin it lay ; 
And round the sacred table glow 
Twelve lofty lamps , in splendid row , 
From the purest metal cast ; 
A spoil — the richest , and the last. 

XXXIII. 
So near they came , the nearest stretched 
To grasp the spoil he almost reached , 

\Vhen old Minolti's hand 
Touched with the torch the train — 

'Tis fired! 
Spire, vaults , the shrine , l\\e si^ovl , lUe slain , 
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The turbaned victors , the Cbrislian band , * 
All that of living or dead remain ^ 
Ilurled on high with ibe shivered fane , 

In one wild roar expired ! 
The shattered town — the walls tliro.wn down — 
The waves a moment backward bent — 
The hills that shake , allbough unrent , 

As if an earthquake passed — 
The thousand shapeless things all driven 
lo cloud and tlame athwart tlie heaven , 

By that tremendous blast — 
Proclaimed the desperate conflict o'er 
On that too long afflicted shore : 
Up to the sky like rockets go 
All that minaled there below : 
Many a tall and goodly man , 
Scorched and shrivelled to a span , 
When he fell to earth again 
Like a cinder strewed the plain : 
Down the ashes shower like rain; 
Some fell ui the gulf , which received the sprinkles 
With a thousand circling wrinkles ; 
Some fell on the shore , but , far away , 
Scattered o'er the isthmus lay ; 
Christian or Moslem , which be they ? 
Let their mothers see and say ! 
When in cradled rest they lay , 
And each nursing mother smiled 
On the sweet sleep of her child , 
Little deemed she such a day 
Would rend those tender limbs away. 
Kot the matrons that them bore 
Could discern their offspring more ; 
That one moment left no trace 
More of human form or face , 
Save a scattered scalp or bone : 
And dow/i came blazing rafters , strewn 
Around, and many a /ailing stone , 
'«?/>// dinted in the claj , 
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All blackened there and reeking lay. 
All the living things that heard 
That deadly earth shock , disappeared : 
The wild birds flew ; the wild dogs fled , 
And howling left the unburied dead ; 
The camels from their keepers broke ; 
The distant steer forsook the yoke — 
The nearer steed plunged o'er the plain , 
And burst his girth , and tore his rein ; 
The bull-frog's note , from out the marsh , 
Deep-mouthed arose , and doubly harsh ; 
The wolves yelled on the caverned hill , 
Where echo rolled in thunder still ; 
The jackal's troop , in gathered cry , 
Bayed from afar complainingly , 
With a mixed and mournful sound , 
Like crying babe and beaten hound : 
With sudden wing , and ruffled breast , 
The eagle left his rocky nest , 
And mounted nearer to the sun , 
The clouds beneath him seemed so dun ; 
Their smoke assailed his startled beak , 
And made him higher soar and shriek — 
Thus was Corinth lost and won ! 



THE 



BRIDE OF ABYDOS, 

A TURKISH TALE. ^ 



Had we neTer loved so kindir. 
Had we never loved so blindly* 
Never met or never parted* 
Wc had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

BimNS. 



CANTO I. 



I. 

Know ye tbe land where the cypress anrl myrtle 
Are emblems of deeds that are done in their clime , 
"Where the rage of the vulture , the love of the turtle , 
How melt into sorrow , now madden to crime I 
Know ye the land of the cedar and vine , 
IHiere the flowers ever blossom , the beams ever shine » 
"^RThere tlie liglit wings of Zephyr, oppressed with perfiune^ 
^ax faint o*er the gardens of gul in her bloom , 
"^Wbere the citron and olive are fairest of fruit , 
And the voice of the nightingale never is mute , 
"^here the tints of the earth , and the hues of the sky , 
Ma colour though varied , in beauty may vie , 
And the purple of Ocean is deepest in die , 
^^lere the virgins are soft as the roses they twine , 
And all , save the spirit of man , is divine r 
^is the clime of the East , 'lis the land of the Sun -^ 
Cau he smile on such deeds as his children have d^w^l 
Oh ! wild as the accents of lovers' fareweW 
^re the hearts which they bear , and the lalea Ni\i\cXv ^^^ 
tell. 
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II. 

Begin with many a gallant slave , 

Apparelled as becomes the brave : 

Awaiting each his Lord's behest 

To guide his steps , or guard his rest , 

Old Giaffir sate in his Divan : 

Deep thought was in his aged eye ; 

And though the face of Mussulmau 

Not oft betrays to standers by 

The mind within , well skilled to hide 

All but unconquerable pride , 

His pensive cheek and pondering brow 

Did more than he was woiit avow. 

HI. 
« Let the chamber be cleared. » — The train « 

peared — 
«c Now call me the chief of the Haram guard. >* 
With Giaffir is none but his only sou , 
And the Nubian awaiting the sire's award. 
« Haroun — when all the crowd that wait 
«« Are passed beyond the outer gate , 
c< (Woe to the head whose eye beheld 
« My child Zuleika's face unveiled!) 
« Hence, lead my daughter from the tower; 
« Her fate is fixed this very hour : 
« Yet not to her repeat ray thought; 
cc By me alone be duty taught ! » 

«< Pacha! to hear is to obey. » 
No more must slave to despot say — 
Then to the tower had ta'en his wav, 
But here young Solim silence brake , 
First lowly rendering reverence meet; 
And downcast looked , and lently spake , 
Still standing at the Pacha's feet : 
For son of Moslem must expire , 
Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 
« Father! for fear that thou should'st chide 
« My sister , or her sable guide , 
« Know — for the fault , if fault there be , 
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Was mine , then fail ihy frowns on me — 

So lovelily ihc morning shorte , 

Thai — let the old and weary sleep — 

I could not , and to view alone 

The fairest scenes of land and deep , 

With none to listen and reply 

To thoughts with which my heart heat high 

Were irksome — for whate*er my mood, 

In sooth I love not solitude ; 4 

I on Zuleika's slumber broke , 

And , as thou knowest that for me 

Soon turns the Haram's grating key , 

Before ihe guardian slaves awoke 

We to the cypress groves had llown , 

And made earth , main , and heaven our own ! 

There lingered we, beguiled too long 

With Mejnoun's tale , or Sadi's song ; 

Till I , who heard the deep tambour 

Beat thy Divan's approacJiing hour, 

To thee and to my duly true , 

Warned by the sound , to greet thee flew 

But there Zuleika wanders yet — 

Nay , father , rage not — nor forget 

That none can pierce that secret bower 

But those who watch the women's tower. » 

IV. 
Son of a slave » — the Pacha said — 
From unbelieving mother bred , 
Vain ^ere a falh(!r*s hope to see 
Aught that beseems a man in thee. 
Thou , when thine arm should bend the bow , 
And hurl ihe dnrt , and curb the steed , 
Thou , Greek in soul if not in creed , 
' Must pore where babbling waters flow , 
And watch unfolding roses blow. 
Would that yon orb , whose matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire , 
Would lend thee something of bis C\Te\ 
Thou, who wouldst see ibis baUlemeuV 
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M By Christian canaon piecemeal rent ; 

« Nay , tamely view old Stambors wall 

« Before- the dogs of Moscow fall y 

« Nor strike one stroke for life and death. 

« Against the curs of JNazareth ! 

« Go — let thy less than woman's hand 

« Assume the distaff— not the brand. 

« But , Haroun ! — to my daughter speed : 

«> And hark — of thine own head take heed •— - 

« If thus Zuleika oft takes wing — 

« Thou 6ee*8t yon bow — it hath a siring ! » 

No sound from Selim's lip was beard , 

At least that met old Giaffir's ear , 

But every frown and every word 

Pierced keener than a Christian's sword. 

« Son of a slave ! — reproached with fear ! . 

« Those gibes had cost another dear. 

« Son of a slave ! — and who my sire ? » 

Thus held his thoughts their dark career y 

And glances ev'n of more than ire 

Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 

Old Giaffir gazed upon his son 

And started, for within his eye 

lie read how much his wrath had done ; 

He saw rebellion there begun : 

« Gome hither , boy — what , no reply ? 

« I mark tliee — and I know thee too , 

M But there be deeds thou dar'st not do : 

«< But if thy beard had manlier length, 

« And if ihy hand had skill and strength , 

« I'd joy to sec thee break a lance , 

« Albeit against my own perchance. * 

As sneeringly tliese accents fell. 

On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed : 

That eye returned him glance for glance , 

And proudly to his sire*s was raised « 

Till Gianhr's quailed and shrunk askance —» 

\ad why — he felt , bul dursl uo\ v^W. 



CA^fT* I. 161 

«< Much I misdoiibl this wnyward boy 

« Will one day work me more annoy : 

•« I never loTod him from his birth , 

« And — but his arm is lillle worth , 

« And scarcely in the chase could cope 

•« With timid fawn or antelope , 

« Far less would venture into strife 

•( Where man contends for fame and life — - 

cc I would not trust tliat look or tone : 

•« No — nor the blood so near my own. 

« That blood — he hath not heard — do mor« — 

« rU watch him closer than before. 

« He is an Arab to my sight , 

« Or Ghristidn crouching in the fight — ' 

« But hark ! I hear Zuleika's voice ; 

« Like Houris' hymn it meets mine ear : 

« She is the offspring of my choice , 

« Oh ! more than cv'nher mother dear , 

«c With all to hope , and nought to fear — ^ 

•« My Peri ! ever welcome here ! 

« Sweet as the desert-fountain's wave 

«c To lips just cooled in time to save — 

« Such to my longing sight art thou ; 

M Nor can they waft to Mecca's shrine 

« More thanks for life , than I for thine , 

« Who blest thy birth , and bless thee now. » 

VI. 
Fair, as the first that fell of womankind , 
When on that dread yet lovely serpent smiling , 
Wliose image then was stamped upon her mind- 
But once beguiled — and ever more beguiling ; 
Dazzling , as that , oh ! too transcendant vision 
To sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given , 
When heart meets Iieart again in dreams Elysian , 
And paints the lost on Earth revived in Heaven ; 
Soft , as the memory of buried love , 
Pure I as the prayer which Childhood wafts above , 
Was she — the daughter of that rude o\A CiV\\*;\ n 
Who met ibe maid with tears — bul noV oi ^e.1. 
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Wio hath not proved how feebly words essay 
To fix one spark of Beauty's heavenly ray? 
Who doth not feel , until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight f 
His changing cheek , his sinking heart ooofess 
The might — the majesty of Loveliness? 
Such was Zuleika — snch around her slione 
The nameless charms unmarked by her alone f 
The light of love , the purity of grace , 
The mind , the music breathing from her, face , 
The heart whose softness harmonized the whole- 
And f oh ! that eye was in itself a Soul ! 
Her graceful arms in meekness bending 

Across her gently-budding breast ; 
At one kind word those arms extendiog 

To clasp the neck of him who blest 

His child caressing and carest , 
Zuleika came — and Giaffir felt 
His purpose half within him melt : 
Not that against her fancied weal 
His heart though stern could ever feet^ 
Affection chained lier to that heart; 
Ambition tore the links apart. 

VII. 
•( Zuleika ! child of gentleness ! 

M How dear this very day must tell , 
« WJien I forget my own distress , 

« In losing what I love so well , 
« To bid thee with another dwell : 

M Anotlierl and a braver man 

•< Was never seen in battle's van. 
« We Moslem reck not much of blood; 

•c But yet the line of Garasman 
•< Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
« First of the bold Timariot bands 
« That won and well can keep their lands. 
« Enough that he who comes to ^oo 
« Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou: 
« Hts years need scarce ai ^o\&^\. ot\\\o^ v 
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*t 1 would not have tbee wed a boy. 
u And thou shall hav6 a noble dower : 
« And his , and my united power 
€c Will laugh to scorn the deatli-firman , 
«c Which others tremble but to scan , 
« And teach the messenger nhat fate 
•« The bearer of such boon may wait. 
« And now thou know*st Uiy father's will ; 

« All that thy sex hath need to know : 
» *Twas mine to teach obedience still — 

€c The way to love, thy lord may show. » 

VUI. 
lu silence bowed the Tirgin's head; 

And if her eye was filled with tears 
That stilled feeling dare not shed , 
And changed her cheek from pale to red , ^ 

And red to pale , as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrowg sped , 

What could such be but maiden fears ? 
So bright the tear in Beauty's eye , 
Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 
So sweet the blush ofBashfulness , 
Even pity scarce can wish it less ! 
Whate'er it was the sire forgot; 
Or , if remembered , marked it not ; 
Thrice clapped his hands, and called his steed, 

Resigned his gem-adorned Chibouque , 
And mounting feally for the mead, 

With Maugrabee and Ma^^luke 

His way amid his Delis took , 
Fo witness many an active deed 
W^ilh sabre keen , or blunt jerreed . 
The Kislar only and his Moors 
AVatch well the Haram's massy doors. 

IX. 
His head was leant upon his hand , 

His eye looked o'er the dark blue water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles ; 
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Bul yel he saw nor sea nor slrand , 
Kor even his Pacha's turbaned band 

Mix in the game of mimic slaughter , 
Careering cleave the folded felt 
With sabre stroke right sharplj dealt ; 
Nor marked the javelia-d^rting crowd, 
Nor heard their Ollahs wild and loud — 
He thought but of old GiafGr's daughter \ 

X. 
No word from Selim*s bosom broke ; 
One sigh Zuleika's thought bespoke : 
Still gazed he through the lattice grate , 
Pale , mute , and mournfully sedate. 
To him Zuleika's eye was turned, 
But little from his aspect learned ; 
Equal her grief, yet not the same; 
Iler heart confessed a gentler Qarae : 
Bul yet that heart alarmed or weak , 
She knew not why , forbade to speak* 
Yet speak she must — but when essay ? 
« How strange he thus should turn away ! 
« Not thus we e'er before have met ; 
« Not thus shall be our parting yet. » 
Thrice paced she «Iowiy through the room , 

And watched his eye — it still was (iied : 

Shejnatched the urn wherein was mixed 
The Persian Atar-gul's perfume , 
And sprinkled all its odours o'er 
The pictured roof and marUfi floor : 
The drops , that through hVglillcriug vest 
The playful girl's appeal addrest, 
Unheeded o'er his bosom flew , 
As if that breast were marble too. 
« What, sullen yet? it must not be — 
« Oh ! gentle Selim , this from thee ! » 
She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land— 
« He loved tl)cm once ; may touch them yet ,. 

« If offered by Zu\e\Vaa\\a.\i^. » 
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The cliildish riiought was hardly breatlied 
Before the rose was plucked and wrealiied , 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim's feet : 
« This rose to calm my brother's cares 
•c A message from the Buibul bears , 
« It says to-night he will prolong 
« For Sclim's ear his sweetest song ; 
« And though his note is somewhat sad , , 
« HeMl try for once a strain more glad , 
«c With some faint hope his altered lay 
■■ May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XI. 
•« "What ! not receive my foolish flower ? 

« Nay then I am indeed uublest : 
« Oa me can thus thy forehead lower? 
•(And know'st thou not who loves thee best ? 
« Oh y Selim dear ! Oh , more than dearest ! 
«( Say, is it me thou hal*st or fearest? 
•c Come , lay thy, head upon my breast , 
«c And I will kiss thee into rest, 
« Since words of mine , and songs must Call ; 
« Ev'n from my fabled nightingale. 
« I knew our sire al times was stern , 
« But this from thee had yet to learn : 
« Too well I know he loves thee not ; 
tt But is Zuleika's leve forgot ? 
« Ah! deem 1 right? the Pacha's plan — 
« This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
«c Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 
« If so , I swear by Mecca's shrine , 
M If shrines that ne'er approach allow 
tc To woman's step admit her vow , 
« Without thy free consent, command ,. 
* The Sultan should not havQ my hand ! 
« Think'st thou that I conld bear to part 
« Willi thee , and learn to halve my heart ? 
« All ! were I severed from thy side , 
tfjffhcre were thy friend----and who \Dr\ ^a^"^-^. 
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« Years have not seen , Time shall not see 
M The hour that tears my soul from ihee : 
m Even Azrael , from his deadly quiver 

•c V^hen flies tliat shaft , and fly it must , . 
« That parts all else , shall doom for ever 

tc Onr hearts to undivided dust ! >• 

xn. 

He lived — he breathed — he moved— he felt ; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt . 
His trance was gone — his keen eye shone 
"With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt ; 
>Vith thoughts that burn — in rays that melt* 
As the stream late concealed 

By the fringe of its willows , 
When it rushes revealed 

In the light of its billows ; 
As the bolt bursts on high 

From the black cloud that bound it y 
Flashed the soul of that eye 

Tlirough the long lashes round if. 
A war-horse at the trumpet's sound ^ 
A lion roused by heedless hound , 
A tyrant waked to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife , 
Starts not to more convulsive life 
Than he , who heard that vow , displayed , 
And all , before repressed , betrayed : 
« Now thou art mine , for ever mine , 
« With life to keep , and scarce with life resign ; 
« Now thou art mine , that sacred oath , 
« Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. 
« Yes , fondly , wisely hast thou dwie ; 
«< That vow hath saved more heads than one z 
« But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 
•« Claims more from me than tenderness ; 
« I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
« That clusters round thy forehead fair , 

For a\\ the treasures buried far 
« "Wilh'm the caves oi IsIoVlblt. 
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« Tliis morning clouds upon me lowered , 
« Reproaches on my head were showered , 
<^ And GiafOr almost called me coward! 
•« Now I have motive to be brave ; 
** The son of his neglected slave , 
cc Nay , start not , 'twas the term he gave , 
•c May show , though little apt to vaunt , 
■«< A heart his words nor deeds can daunt. 
«« His son , indeed ! — yet , thanks to tliee , 
<« Perchance I am , at least shall be ; 
« But let our plighted secret vow 
« Be only known to us as now. 
« I know the wrelch who dares demand 
« From GiaRir thy reluctant hand; 
« More ill-got wealth , a meaner soul 
<r Holds not a Musselim's control:. 
« "Was he not bred in Egripo ? 
« A viler race let Israel show ! 
« But let that pass — to none be told 
a Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 
«<• To me and mine leave Osman Bey ; 
« I've partizans for peril's day : 
•c Think not I am what I appear ; 
«c Tve arms , and friends , and vengeance near. » 

XUI. 
«c Think not thou art what thou appearest ! 

« My Selim , thou art sadly changed : 
« This morn I saw thee gentlest , dearest ; 

« But now thou'rt from thyself estranged. 
« My love thou siirely knew'st before , . 
« It ne'er was- less, nor can be more. 
«« To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

« And hate the night I know not why , 

« Save that we meet not but by day ; 

« With thee to live » with thee to die , 

« I dare not to my hope deny : 
K Thy cheek , thine eyes , thy lips to kiss , 
« Like this — and this — no more than this ; 
«c For , Alia ! sure thy lips arc flame : 



I 



«* nth. veins U a«^Vung? 

. BO aH but close thy J ^^ . 
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- Vet «tot tbou mean si by „a 

: Beyond my «?^^^/& b»^^ ^^""^ 
: 1 meant tlvat G^^' J^rted ibee . 
„ The very ^°« ^Jt levoke my 7^* " 

„ But surely ne gtro«8 

.CanlW»fo°4Xe«'»^''°" 
. To be ^bat U » ^^^^a seen ^ 

. What other ba^^^., ear\.estj^°« 

Vrom simple *^"" „up seek to see 
rmatotbercaushe^^j^erbo^er. 

. Than *«%• *rrher intao^y ? , 

"vjti Chi « TrWe »nd"bine tUV no. ? 
The truth . mj ^'r«.;anger's eyes 
1, the saze oV »"""» a demes ; 

« T° T. our creed, °^l^°X^ ol mms 
_ Our law , our ^^ , •_„ thougm y ■ 
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> To wed with one I ne'er beheld ; 
K This wherefore should I not reveal ? 
K Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 
K I know the Pacha's haughty mood 
K To thee hath never boded good ; 
K And lie so often storms at nought » 
« Allah ! forbid that e'er he ought i 
« And why I know not , but within 
M My heart concealment weighs Like sin. 
M If then such secrecy be crime , 

tc And such it feels while lurking here ; 
« Oh , Selim ! tell me yet in time , 

« Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
■■ All! yonder see tlie Tchocadar, 
» My father leaves the mimic war ; 
« I tremble now to meet bis eye«- 
« Say , Selim , can'st thou tell me why ? i* 

XIV. 

« Zuleika — to thy tower's retreat 

■■ Betake thee — GiafBr I can greet : 

« And now with him I fain must prate 

« Of firmans , imposts , levies , state. 

« There's fearful news from Danube's banks ^ 

« Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, 

« For which the Giaour may give him thanks ! 

« Our Sultan hath a shorter way 

« Sucli costly triumph to repay. 

« But , mark mc , when the twilight drum 

« Hath warned the troops to food and sleep , 
« Unto thy cell will Selim come : 

« Then soitly from the Haram creep 

« Where we may wander by the deep : 

« Oor garden-battiements are steep; 
« P(or these will rash intruder climb 
** To list our words , or stint our time ; 
•* And if he doth , I want not steel 
•t Which some have felt , and more ma^ l&^l. 
« Then shalt thou learn of SeUm more 

VV 
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M Than thou hast heard or thought before ; 
•• Trust me , Zulelka — fear not me ! 
« Thou knoVst I hold a Haram key. » 
« Fear thee , my Selim ! ne*er till now 
« Did word like this — » 

« Delay not thou ; 
« I keep the key — and Haroun* s guard 
« Have some , and hope of more reward. 
« To-night f Zuleika , thou sholt hear 
« My tale , my purpose , and my fear t 
« I am not , love ! what I appear. » 

cmro u. 

I 

The wiuds are high on Helle's wave , 

As on that night of stormy water 
"When LoTe , who sent , forgot to save 
The Tpung , the beautiful , the brave , 
The lonely hope of Sesto's daughter. 
Oh ! when alone. along the sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high , 
Though rising gale , and breaking foam , 
And shrieking sea-birds warned him home ; 
And clouds aloft and tides below , 
"With signs and sounds , forbade to go , 
He could not see , he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear ; 
His eye but saw that light of love , 
The only star it hailed above ; 
His ear but rang with Hero's song , 
•c Ye , waves , divide not lovers long I »— 
Ttiat tale is old, but love anew 
May nerve young hearts to prove as true. 

II. 
The winds are high , and Helle's tide 

Rolls darkly heaving to the main ; 
And night's descending shaidoy^ft Vv\de 



CANTO II. 171 

That Held wilh blood bedewed in vain , 
That desert of old Priam's pride ; 

The tombs , sole relics of his reign , 
All— save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio*s rockj isle ! 

HI. 
Oh ! yet — for there my steps have been ; 

These feet have pressed the sacred shore. 
These limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel ! with thee to muse , to mourn , 

T9 trace again those fields of yore , 
Beli^ing every hillock green 

Contains no fabled hero's ashes , 
And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own « broad Hellespont » still dashes , 
Be long my lot! and cold were he 
"Who there could gaze denying thee ! 

IV. 
The night hath closed on Belle's stream , 

Nor yet hath risen on Ida's hill 
That moon , which shone on his high theme : 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam » 
But conscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are grazing on the mound 

Of him who felt the Dardnn's arrow : 
That mighty heaf^^of fathered ground 
Which Ammon's son ran prondly round , 
By nations raised , by monarchs crowne<l , 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 

Within — thy dwelling-place how narrow ! 
Williout — can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that was beneath : 
Dust long outlasts the stoned stone ; 
But Thou — thy very dust is gone ! 

V. 
Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
Tbc swain , and chase the boatman's fear ; 
^ill then — no beacon on the cUn 
Maj^ shape the course of 8lragg\ing %V\IV \ 
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Tlie scaltrred lighie llmt skirl tlie baj , 

All , one by one , have died awa; ; 

The oal; lamp of this loite liour . 

ts glimmering in ZuleiLi'a lover. 

Ves ! there ia light in llmt lone chamber , 

And o'er her silken Oiloninii 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amher. 

O'er which her fairj lingers ran i 
Near these , with cmcraid rajs beset , 
(Hon could ^e ihua lltal gem forget?) 
ller mother's sainlei] amulel , 
Whereon engraved the Koorsee text , 
Could siQOOlh this lire , and win the next ; 
And bj her Comboloio lies 
A Koran of illumined dies -, 
And man; a bright emblazoned rbjme 
B^ Per»an scribes redeemed from lime ; 
And o'er those scrolls , nol oft so mule , 
Reclines lier now neglected lute ; 
And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Gloom (lowers ia- urns ol China's mould ; 
The richest work of Iran's loom , 
And Sheeraz' iribule of perfume, 
All thai can eve or sense delist 
Are gathered in that goreeoua room : 
Bui yel il hath an air of gloom* * 
She , of this Peri cell the sprite , 
Wial dolh she hence , and on so rude a nij 

VI. 
Wrapt in ihe darkest table vesi , 

Which none save noblest Uosleia wear , 
To guard from winds of heaven llie breasi 

Ai heaven ilself lo Selim dear. 
With cautious slept the thicket threading. 
And starling oft , as Ihrougb the glade 
The gust ils hallow moanings made , 
TilE on the smoother ]>alli»aj Ireailing, 
ilore free her limid bosom beat, 
Tlic maid pursued ber siWiil ^uiie -, 
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/Ind though her terror urged retreat , 

How could she quit her delim's side ? 

How teach her tender lips to chide? 

VU. 
They reached at length a grotto, hewn 

By nature , but enlarged by art , 
Where oft her lute she wont to tune , 

And oft her Korau conned apart ; 
And oft in youthful reverie 
She dreamed what Paradise might be : 
YThere woman's parted soul shall go 
Her Prophet had disdained to show ; 
But Selim's mansion was secure , 
Mor deemed she , could he Ions endure 
His bower in other worlds of bliss , 
Without her , most beloved in this ! 
Oh ! who so dear with him could dwelt? 
What Houri soothe him half so well ? 

vni. 

Since last she visited the spot 

Some change seemed wrought witliin the grot : 

It might be only that the night 

Disguised things seen by better light : 

That brazen lamp but dimly threw 

A ray of no celestial hue; 

But in a nook within the cell 

Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms where piled, not such as wield 

The turbaned Delis in the field ; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt, 

And one was red — perchance with guilt ! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt r 

A cup too on the board was set 

That did not seem to liold sherbet. 

What may this mean? sbo turned to see 

Her Selim — •< Oh! can this be he? » 

IX. 
His robe of pride was thrown aside , 
His brow no high-crowned turban bote , 
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But in its sicnit a sliawl of red , 
WrcallieJ Liglilly round, lill Isoiples woru : 
Ttiat dagger , on vkiiu bilt Uie gen) 
Were narllij of a diadem , 
Sa longer glillcred al liis waul. 
Where pUloli unadoroed were braced i 
And from bis bell a labre swung , 
And from liis shoulder looiel; bung 
Tbe cloak of while, llie ibin capoie 
Thatdeckilbc wandering Caodiolet 
Beiiealb — his golden plaled vest 
Clung like a cuirass la his breast; 
The greaves below his knee llial woand 
Wilb silrerj scales were shealbed and boi 
But were it not thai high command 
Spake in his ej'e , and lone, and baod) 
All that a careless eje could see 
In him was some voune GaUona^, 

X. 
•> I said I was not wbai I seemed ; 



- Mjstorjnow'twerevaiu to hide, 
« I mustnot seellieeOsman's hriile : 
«'Bul bad not ihineowu lips declared 

- How much of that joung heart 1 shared , 
<■ I could not, musi not, yel baTC sltown 

- The darker secrclofniy own. 

- In this Ispcak not nowoflove; 

- That , lei lime , Iruth , and peril prove 

- But firsl — Oh! ntverwed atvother — 

- Zulcika! I am not 111} broilier ! ■> 

XI. 
" Oh ! not m} brolber ! — jret unsaj — 
■ God '. am t left alone on earth 
• Tomourn — Idnrenolcurso— Ihedaj 
" Thalsawmj solitary birth? 

- OJi ! tliou will loTe n\e now no more 1 
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« My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 

cc But know me all I was before , 

« Thy sister — friend — ^ Zuleika stHI. 

«c Thou led' St me here perchance to kill : 

« If thou hast cause for vengeance , see ! 

« My breast Is offered — lake thy till ! 

« Far better ^ith the dead to be 

« Than live thus nothing now to thee : 

«c Perhaps far worse , for now I know 

« Why Giaffir always seemed thy foe ; 

« And I , alas ! am Giaffir's child , 

M For whom thou wert contemned , reviled. 

«c If not thy sister — wouldst thou save 

cc My life : Oh ! bid me be thy slave ! » 

XII. 
« My slave , Zuleika I — nay , Vm thine : 
«• But , gentle love , this transport calm , 
cc Thy lot shall yet be linked with mine; 
« I swear it by our Prophet's shrine , 
« And be that thought thy sorrow's balm, 
cc So may the Koran verse displayed 
>» Upon its steel direct my blade , 
cc In danger'y hour to guard us both , 
•c As I preserve that awful oath ! 
cc The name in which thy heart hath prided 
cc Must change; but, my Zuleika, know, 
«c That tie is widened , flot divided , 
cc Although thy Sire*& my deadliest foe. 
cc My father was to GiafBr all 
cc That Selim late was deemed to thee ; 
M That brother wrought a brother'sfaU , 
M But spared , at least , my infancy ; 
« And lulled me with a vain deceit 
cc That yet a like return may meet, 
cc He reared me , not wiili tender help , 
cc But like the nephew of a Cain; 
cc He watched me like a lion's whelp , 
cc That gnaws and yet may break his chain, 
cc My father** blood in every tm 
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« Is boiling ; but for thj dear sake , 
« No present vengeance will I take ; 
« Though here I must no more remain. 
« But first , beloved Zuleika ! hear 
« How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

XUI. 
« How first their strife to rancour grew , 
«t If love or envy made them loes , 
M It matters little if I knew ; 
« In fiery spirits, slights, though few 
« And thoughtless , will disturb repose. 
«c In war Abdailali's arm was strong , 
« Remembered yet in Bosniac song , 
« And Paswan's rebel hordes attest 
M How little love they bore such guest s 
« His deatli is all I need relate , 
«< The stern effect of Giaffir's hate ; 
M And how my birth disclosed to me , 
M Whatever beside it makes , hath made me freei 

XIV. 
it When Paswan , after years of strife , 
« At last for power , but first for life , 
•c In Widin's walls too proudly sate , 
•c Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 
i« Nor last nor least in hii<h command 
** Each brother led a separate l)aDd; 
M Tlicy gave their horsetails to the wind , 
«« And mustering in Sopliia's plain 
« Their tents were pitched , their post assigned ; 
« To one , alas ! assigned in vain . 
« "What need of words ! the deadly bowl, 
« By Giaffir's order drugged and given , 
M \Vith venom subtle as his soul , 
M Dismissed Abdallah*s hence to heaven. 
t< Reclined and feverish in the bath , 
K He , when the hunter's sport was up , 
«c But little deemed a brother's wralh 
M To quench his thirst l>ad such a cup : 
•* The bowl a bribed aUendaul l>o\e; 
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drank one draught , nor needed more ! 
lou my tale , Zuleika , doubt , 
HarouQ — he can tell it out, 

XV. 
! deed once done , and Paswan'sfeud 
>art suppressed , though ne'er subdued , 
lallah's Pachalick was gained: — 
)u know*st not what in our Divan 
I wealth procure for worse than man — 
lallah*8 honours were obtained 
him a brother's murder stained ; 
; true , the purchase nearly drained 
ill got treasure , soon replaced, 
uld'st question whence ? Survey llie waste, 
] ask the squalid peasant how 
gains repay his broiling brow ! — 
y me the stern usurper spared , 
y thus with me his palace shared , 
now not. Shame , regret , remorse, 
1 little fear from infant's force ;■ 
ides , adoption as a son 
liim whom Heaven accorded none , 
some unknown cabal , caprice , 
served me thus ; — but not in peace : 
cannot curb his haughty mood , 
' I forgive a father's J)lood. 

XVI. 
bin thy father's house are foes ; 
all who break his bread are true: 
these should I my birth disclose , 
days, his very hours wet i few. 
;y only want a heart to lead , 
and to point them to the deed. 
Haroun only knows , or knew 
8 tale , whose close is almost niglt : 
in Abdallah's palace grew, 
d held that post in his Serai 
licit holds he here — he saw lum die *. 
' what could single slavery do? 
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<« Avenge lu3 lord? alas ! too late ; 

M Or save his son from such a fate ? 

•c He chose the last , and when elate 

tc With foes subdued, or friends betrayed ^ 

tc Proud GiafPir in high triumph sate , 

tc He led me helpless to his gate , 

« And not in vain it seems essayed 

« To save the life for which he prayed. 

tc The knowledge of my birth secured 

« From all and each , but most from me ; 

t( Thus GiafTir's safely was ensured. 

« Removed he too from Roumelie 

« To this our Asiatic side , 

« Far from our seats by Danube's tide , 

«( With none but Haroiin , who retains 

«c Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 

« A tyrant's secrets are but chains , 

•( From which the captive gladly steals , 

K And this and more to me reveals : 

M Such still to guilt just Alia sends — 

«c Slaves , tools , accomplices — no friends ! 

XVII. 
« All this, Zuleika! harshly sounds; 
« But harsher still my talc must be : 
« Howe*er my tongue thy softness wounds , 
« Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 
« I saw thee start this garb to see, 
•c Yet is it one I oft have worn , 
K And long must wear : this Galiong6e , 
H To whom thy plighted vow is sworn , 
•c Is leader of those pirate hordes , 
•c Whose laws and lives are on their swords , 
f To hear whose desolating tale 
*€ Would make thy waning cheek more pale : 
» Those arms thou see'st my band have brougb 
•< The hands that wield are not remote; 
** This cup too for the rugged knaves 
« Is filled — once quattcA , vW^ v\^i ct Te^ine : 
« Our Propliel miglil for^We \^i^ sVx-h^*, 
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hey'ra oiAy infidels in wine. 

XVIU. 
IThat could I I>e ? Proscribed at komos 
nd taunted to a wish to roam ; 
nd listless left—- for Giaffir's fear ^ 

enied the courser and the spear — - 
hough oft — Oh ! Mahomet ! how oft ? — 
ifull Divan the despot scoffed , 
s if my weak unwilling hand 
efused the bridle or the brand : 
e ever went to war alone , 
nd pent me here untried — unknown ; 
o Haroun's care with women left , 
y hope unblest , of fame bereft, 
rhile thou — whose softness long endeared , 
hough it unmanned me , still had cheered — 
o Bi*usa*s wails for safety sent , 
waited'st there the field's event, 
aroun , who saw my spirit pining 
cneath inaction's sluggish yoke , 
is captive , though with dread resignuig , 
y thraldom for a season broke , 
n promise to return before . 
he day when Giaflir's charge was o*er. 
ris vain — my tongue can not impart 
y almost drunkenness of heart , 
/hen first this liberated eye 
urveyed Earth , Ocean , Sun and Sky , 
s if my spirit pierced them through , 
nd all iheir inmost wonders knew ! 
ne word alone can paint to thee 
hat more than feeling — I was Free ! 
*en for thy presence ceased to pine ; 
lie World — nay — Heaven itself was mine ! 

XIX. 
l)c shallop of a trusty Moor 
onveyed me from this idle shore ; 
longed to see the isles that geia 
Id Ocean'M purple diadem : 
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•« But be Ihe slarthat guides ihe wanderer , Thou ! 

« Thou, my Zule'ika, share and bless my bark: 

w The dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 

« Or f since thai hope denied in worlds of strife * 

« Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 

« The evening beam that smiles the clonds away , 

« And tints to'morrow with prophetic ray ! 

« Blest — as the Muezzin's strain from Mecca's wall 

« To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call ; 

«c Soft — as the melody of youthful days , 

M That steals (he trembling tear of speechless prabe, 

« Dear — as his native song to Exile's ears , 

«( Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voiise-endeart. 

« For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 

M Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour. 

« A thousand swords , with Selim's heart and hand , 

« Wail — wave — defend — at thy command ! 

«> Girl by my band , Zuleika at my side , 

« The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 

« The Haram's languid years of listless ease 

•« Are well resigned for cares — for joys like these : 

« Not blind to fate , I see , where'er I rove ; 

«« Unnumbered perils — hut one only love ! 

•< Yet well my toils shall that fond breasi repay , 

« Though fortune frown , or falser friends betray. 

« How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill , 

« Should all be changed , to find thee faithful still] 

« Be but thy soul , like Selim's , firmly shown ; 

«* To thee be Selim's tender as thine own ; 

« To soothe each sorrow , share in each delight , 

•« Blend every thought , do all — but disunite ! 

•* Once free , 'tis mine our horde again to guide; 

« Friends to each other , foes to aught beside ; 

*< Yet there we follow but the bent assigned 

** By fatal Nature to man's warring kind : 

«< Mark! where his carnage and his conquests cease ! 

*< lie makes a solitude , and calls it — peace! 

** I , like the rest , must use my skill ot %V.t«\\^^ ^ 

* Bat ask ao land beyond my «)\)Te %\ftti^v\ 
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« Power sways but by division — her resource 

« The l)lestaltcrn alive of fraud or force ! 

«< Ours be ihelasl; in time deceit maycomo 

•( When cities cage us in a social home : 

« There ev'n iky soul might err — how oft the heart 

« Corruption shakes which peril could not part ! 

« And woman , more than man , when death or woe 

« Or even Disgrace would lay her lover low , 

« Sunk in the lap of Luxury will shame — 

«( Away suspicion ! not Zuleika's name ! 

« But life is hazard at the best ; and here 

« No more romains te win and much to fear : 

« Yes f fear ! — * the doubt , the dread of losing ihee , 

« Ry Osman's power , and Giaffir's stern decree, 

« Thai dread shall vanish with the favouring gale , 

« Which Love to-night hath promised to my sail : 

<c No danger daunts llie pair his smile hath blest » 

« Their steps still roving , but their hearts at rest. 

«< Wiih thee all toils are sweet , each clime hath charms 

« Earlii — sea alike — our world within our arms ! 

» Ay — let the loud winds whistle o'er the deck , 

« So thnt those arms cling closer round my neck: 

«c The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 

•c No sigh for safety , but a prayer for thee I 

« The war of elements no fears impart 

« To love f whose deadliest bane is hnman art : 

« There lie the only rocks our course cau check ; 

« Here moments menace — there are years of wreck ! 

« lUit hence ye thoughts that rise in Horror's shape ! 

« Tliis hour bestows ; or ever bars escape. 

«( Few words remain of mine my tale to close ; 

t< Of ihine but one to waft us from our foes; 

« Yea — foes — to me will GiafHr's hate decline? 

« And is not Osman , who would part us , tliioe ? 

XXL 
« His head and faith from doubt and death 
•< ReUirned in time my guard to save ; 
« Few l^eard , none told , that o'er the wave 
« Fjvjii isle to isle I roved l\\c viVvWc *. 



CANTO It. 183 

R And since y though parted from mj band 

« Too seldom now I leave the land , 

« No deed they've done , nor deed sliall do, 

K Ere I haye heard and doomed it too : 

« I foirm the plan , decree the spoil , 

«( 'Tis (it I oftener shave tlie toil. 

« But now too long I've held thine ear ; 

« Time presses , floats ray bark , and here 

« We leave behind but hate and iear. 

« To-morrow Osman with his train 

« Arrives — to-night must break thy chain : 

«c And would'sr thou save ihat haughty Rey , 

« Perchance , Iiis life who gave thee thine , 

•c Wiih me this hour away — away ! 

« But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 

« Wonld'sl thou recal ihy willing vow » 

« Appalled by truths imparled now , 

« Here rest I — not to see thee wed : 

« But be that peril on my head ! » 

XXU. 

Zulcika , mute and motionless , 

Stood like thut statue of distress , 

When , her last hope for ever gone , 

The mother hardened into stone ; 

All in the maid that eye could see 

Was but a younger Niob6. 

But ere her lip , or ev*n her eye , 

Essayed to speak / or look reply , 

Beneath the garden's wicket porch 

Far (lashed on high a blazing torch ! 

Ajiother — and another— and another — 

« Oh ! fly — no n^ore — yet now my more than brother ! > 

Far , wide , through every thicket spread , 

The fearful lights are gleaming red ; 

Mor these alone — for each right hand 

Is ^eady with a sheathless brand. 

They part , pursue , return and wheel 

With searching flambeau , shining steel \ 

And hist oiaU , his sabrQ v«avvii^ ^ 



181 TNB miDE Of A»\OOS. 

Slem Giatlir in Ilia fury raving. 

AnJ now almosl ihey louch me cave — 

Oh ! mubl iliat grol be Selim'a grave! 

XXUI. 
Dauntless he alixxl. — • 'Tig come — toon p 

■ One kiss, Zuleika — 'lismylaat: 

■ Bui ;ei my btint] noi far (rom shore 
B Ma) bear lliis signal , see ihe Basb ; 

- Ket now too lew — Ibe atieinpl were rash j 
> No mailer — yel one effort more, » 
Forth 10 |]ie cavern moulb be slept ; 

His piatol's eclio rang on bigli. 
Zuleika acarleJ not, norwejit, 
Despair benumbed lier breastami eje! — 

- They hear me bol , or if lliej ply 

« Tbeiroare, 'lia but to seemedi^i 
<■ Tbal sound halb drawn my Toea more nigb. 
u Thenforlh my btlier'ascimitar, 
1 Tbou ne'er hast seen less equal war! 
- Farewell , Zuleika ! — Sweel ! retire : 
. Yel Btaj wilbin — here linger safe, 
■ At ihee his rage will only chafe. 

- Siir nol — lest even to lliee perchance 
1 Some erring blade or ball should glance, 
o Fear's! tliou {or bim? — may I expire 

X If in Ibis sirire I aeek Ihy sire ! 
•• No — though bv him that poison ponred; 
• No Ihougb again he call me coward ! 
" Bul [amely shall I meet llieir sleelF 
B No — aa each crest save hi) may feel ! - 

XXIV. 
One bound he made , and gained the sand : 

.llreody al liis feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying baud , 

A gapping head , a ijuivcriiig trunk : 
Another Dills — but round htm close 

A swarming circle of bis foes ; 
From rijibt to left his path lie cleft , 
Aiiil almost mel the meeting K>ie-. 
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His boat appears — not five oars* length — 
His comrade's strain with desperate strength — 

Oh! are they yet in time to save? 

His feet the foremost breakers lave ; 
His band are plunging in the bay , 
Their sabres glitter through the spray ; 
Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now they touch the land ! 
They come — 'tis but to add to slaughter— 
His heart's best blood is on the water ! 

XXV. 
Escaped from shot , unharmed by steel , 
Or scarcely grazed its force to feel , 
Had Selim won , betrayed , beset , 
To where (he strand and billows met : 
There as his last step left the land , 
And the last death - blow dealt his hand — 
Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look , 

For her his eye but sought in vain ? 
That pause , that fatal gaze he took , 

Hath doomed his death , or fixed his chain. 
Sad proof , in peril and in pain , 
How late will Lover's hope remain ! 

His back was to the dashing spray ; 
Behind , but close , his comrandes lay , 
When f at the instant , hissed (be ball— 
•c So may the foes of Giaflir fall! » 
Whose voice is heard ? whose carbine rang ? 
Wliose bullet through the night-air sang, 
Too nearly , deadly aimed to err? 
*Ti8 tliine — Abdallah's murderer! 
The father slowly rued thy hate , 
The son hath found a quicker fate : 
Fast from his breast the blood is bubbling , 
The whiteness of (he sea-foam troubling — 
Ifaaghthis hps essayed to groan, 
The rushing billows choaked the tone ! 

XXVI, 
Mom slowly rolls the clouds away \ 
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Few trophies of the fight are there : 
The shouts that shook ilie midnight-bay 
Are silent ; but some signs of fraj 

That strand of strife may bear , 
And fragments of each shivered brand; 
Steps stamped ; and dashed into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be marked ; nor f&r remote 
A broken torch , an oarfess boat ; 
And tangled on tlie weeds that heap 
The beach where shelving to the deep 
There lies a white Capote ! 
'Tis rent in twain — one dark-red stain 
'The wave yet ripples o'er in vain ; 

But where is he who wore? 
Ye! who would o'er his relics weep'. 
Go f seek tliem where the surges sweep 
Their burthen round Sigssum's steep 

And cast on Lemnos' shore : 
The sea-birds shriek above the prey , 
O'er which their hungry beaks delay. 
As shaken on his restless pillow , 
His head heaves with the heaving billow ; 
That hand , whose motion is not life , 
Yet feebly seems to menace strife , 
Flung by the tossing tide on high , 

Then levelled with the wave — 
What recks it , though thai corse shall lie 

Within a living grave? 
The bird that tears that prostrate form 
Hath only robbed the meaner worm ; 
The only heart , the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die , 
Had seen those scattered limbs composed , 

And mourned above his turban-stone , 
That heart hath burst — that eye was closed- 

Yea — closed before his own ! 

xxvn. 

B/ JlcUe's stream there is a voice of wail ! 
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knd woman's eye is wet — r man's cheek is pale : 
Zuleika ! last of Giafflr*s race , 

Tliy destined lord is come too late ; 
fle sees not — ne'er shall see lliy face ! 

Can he not hear 
The loud Wul-wplleh warn his distant ear ? 

Thy handmaids weeping at the gate , 
The Koran-chaunters of the hymn of fate , 

The silent slaves with folded arms that wait , 
Sighs in the hall , and shrieks upon the gale , 

Tell him thy Uie!^ 
Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fearful moment when he left \he cave 
Thy heart grew chili : 
He was thy hope — thy joy -^ tliy love t- thine all — 

And that last thought on him tliou could'st not save 
Sufficed to kill ; 
Burst forth in one wild cry — and all was still. 

Peace to thy broken heart , aud virgin grave ! 
Ah I happy ! but of life to lose the worst 1 
That grief — though deep — though fatal — was thy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne'er to feel nor fear the force 
of absence , shame , pride , hate , revenge , remorse ! 
And , oh ! that pang where more than Madness lies ! 
The worm that will not sleep — and never dies; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly night , 
That dreads the darkness , and yet loathes the light , 
That winds around , and tears the quivering heart ! 
Ah ! wherefore not consume it — and depart ! 

Woe to thee y rash and unrelenting chief ! 

Vainly thou heap*st the dust upon thy head . 
Vainly the sackcloth o'er thy limbs dost spread : 
By that same hand Abdallah — Selim bled, 
^ow let it tear thy beard in idle grief : 
Thy pride of heart , thy bride for Osman's bed , 
She , whom thy Sultan had but seen to wed , 
Thy Daughter's dead J 

nope of thine age, thy twilight's' lonely beam^ 

The Star hath set that shop^ on^eVW^ «\xQa;i^* 
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What qnenclied its ray ? — the blood that thoa hast si 

Hark ! to the hurried question of Despair : 

« Where is my child ? » an Echo answers — « Where 

xxvin. 

Within (he place of thousand tombs 

That shine beneath , while dark abore 
The sad but living cypress glooms 

And withers not , thongh branch and leaf 
Are stamped with an eternal grief ^ 

Like early unrequited Love , 
One spot exists , which ever blooms , 

Ev'u in thot deadly grove — 
A single rose is shedding there 

Its lonely lustre , meek and pale s 
It looks as planted by Despair — 

So white — so faint — the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high ; 

And yet , though storms and blight assail ^ 
And hands more rude than wintry sky 

May wring it from the stem — in vain — 

To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears. 

And waters with celestial tears ; 
For well may maids of Helle deem 

That this can be no earthly flower , 

Which mocks the tempest's withering hour , 

And buds unsheltered by a bower ; 

Nor droops , though spring refuse her shower , 
Nor woos the summer beam : 
To it the livelong night there sings 

A bird unseen — but not remote : 
Invisible his airy wings ; 
But soft as harp that Houri strings 

His long entrancing note ! 
It were the Bulbul ; but his throat , 

Though mournful , pours not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot y but linger there and grieve 

As ii they loved in ^aiu I 
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And yet so sweet the tears they shed , 

' Tis sorrow so unmixed with dread , 
Tbey scarce can bear the morn to break 

That melancholy spell , 
And longer yet would weep and wake , 

He sings so wild and well ! 
But when the day-blush bursts from high 

Expires that magic melody. 
And some have been who could belieya 
( So fondly youthful dreams deceiye , 

Yet harsh be they that blame ) 
That note so piercing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 

Into Zqleika's name. 
' Tis from her cypress'summit heard , 
That melts in air the liquid word ; 
* Tis from her lowly virgin earth 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 
There late was laid a marble stone ; 
Eve saw it placed — the morrow gone ? 
It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep-fixed pillar to the shore ; 
For there , as Belle's legends tell , 
Next morn'twas found where Selim fell ; 
Lashed by the tumbling tide , whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave : 
And there by night , reclined , 'tis said , 
Is seen a ghaslhly turbaned head : 
And hence extended by the billow , 
' Tis named the « Pirate-phantom's pillow ! n 
Where first it lay that mourning flower 
Dath flourished ; flourisheth this hour , 
Alone and dewy , coldly pure and pale ; 
As weeping Beauty's cheek at Sorrow's tale ! 
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PARISINA. 



I. 

the hoar when from the boughs 
nightingale' » high note is heard; 
s the liour when lovers' tows 
D sweet in every whispered word ; 
gentle winds , and waters near , 
e music to the lonely ear. 
I flower the dews have lightly wet , 
on the sky the stars ai*e met , 
on the wave is deeper blue , 
on the leaf a browner hue , 
iu the heaven that clear obscure , 
oftly dark , and darkly pure , 
cb follows the decline of day , 
vilight melts beneath the moon away. 

11. 
it is not to list to the waterfall 
Parisina leaves her hall , 
it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 
. the lady walks in the shadow of night : 
if she sits in Este's bower , 
not for the sake of its full-blown flower- 
listens — but not for the nighlingale- 
jgb her ear expects as soft a tale, 
re glides a step through the foliage thick , 
her cheek grows pale — and her heart beats quick, 
re whispers a voice through the rustling leaves , 
her blush returns , and her bosom heaves : 
oment more — and titcy shall meet- 
past — her lover's at her feet. 
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m. 

And \\'hat unto them is the world beside , 
With all its change of time and tide ? 
Its living things — its earth and sky — 
Are nothing to their mind and eye. 
And heedless as the dead are they 
Of aught around , above, beneath ; 
As if all else had passed jf9f* 
They only for each other orealhe ; 
Their very sighs are full of joy 
So deep , that did it not decay , 
That hapf)y madness would destroy 
The hearts which feel its fiery sway : 
01 guilt , of Peril , do they deem 
In that tumultuous tender dream?* 
Who tliat ave felt that passiou's power , 
Or paused, or feared in such an hour? 
Or thought how brief such moments last ? 
But yet-lhey are already past ! 
Alas ! wc must awake before 
We know such visioa comes do more. 

IV. 

Wiih many a lingering look tliey leave 
The spot of guilty gladness past ; 
And though they hope , and vow , they griere » 
As if that parting were the last. 
The frequent sigh — the long embrace — 
The lip that there would cling for ever, 
While gleams on Parisina's face 
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her , 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Beheld iier frailty from afar — 
The frequent sigh , the long embrace , 
Yet biiuls them to their irusling-place. 
But it must come , and they must part 
In fearful heaviness of heart , 
With all tlie deep and shuddering chill 
Which follows f?i3l ihe dccda ol \\\. 



Y. 

And lingo is gone to his lonelj bed , 
To covet lliere another's bride ; 
But she must lay her conscious bead 
A husband's trusting heart beside. 
But fevered in her sleep she seems, 
And red her cheek with troubled dreams , 
And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day , 
And clasps her Lord unto the breast 
Which pants for one away : 
And he to tJiat embrace awakes , 
And , happy in the thought , mistaken 
That dreaming sigh, and warm caress, 
For such as he was wont to bless ; 
And could in very fondness weep 
O'er her who loves him e^en in steep 

VI. 
He clasped h^r sleeping to his heart , 
And listened to each broken word : 
He hears — Why doth Prince Aso start , 
As if the Archangel's voice he heard ? 
And well he may — a deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o'er bis tomb , 
When he shall wake to sleep no more , 
And stand the eternal throne before. 
And well he may — his earthly peace 
Upon that sound is doomed to cease. 
That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo's shame. 
And whose that name ? that o'er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow , 
Which rolls the Plank upon the shore , 
And dashes on the pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more ,— 
So came upon his soul the shock. 
And whose that name?* tis Hugo's, — his-* 
In sooth he had not deemed of thi« f-^- 
'Tis Hugo's — ho, the child of qne 
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He loved — Iiis own all-evil son— 
The offspring of his wayward youth I 
When he betrayed Bianca's truth , 
The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his Bride. 

VI£. 
He plucked bis poniard in its sheath , 
But sheathed it ere tlie point was bare^ 
Howe'er unworthy now to breathe , 
He could not slay a thing so fair — 
At least, not smiling — sleeping -— there — 
Nay , more : — he did not wake her then , 
But gazed upon her with a glance 
Which , had she roused her from her trance ; 
Had frozen her sense to sleep again — 
And o'er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleamed on the dew-drops big and damp. 
She spake no more — but still she slumbered — 
While , in his thought , her days are numbered. 

vm. 

And with the morn he sought , and found » 

In many a tale from those around , 

The proof of all he feared to know , 

Their present guilt , his future woe ; 

The long conniving damsels seek 

To save themselves , and would transfer 

The guilt — the shame-:— the doom — to her : 

Concealment is no more — they speak 

All circumstance which may compel 

Full credence to the tale they tell : 

And Azo*s tortured heart and ear 

Have notliing more to feel or hear. 

IX. 
He was not one who brooked delay : 
Within the chamber of his state , 
The chief of Este's ancVetw. sv«vj 
Upon his throne o£ judgtaeux. fta.ve\ 
His nobles and his guards aire vV^xe , — 
before him is the sinluV p^W *, ^ ^ 

noth young , — and one Vvovj y'^&vvv^ xavc . 
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WilFi »worJlc8s belt , and fettereil hand , 
Ol) , Christ ! tliat thus a sou should staud 

Eefore a fntlier's face ! 
Yet thus must Hugo meet hU sire , 
And hear the sentence of his ire , 

The tale of his disgrace! 
And yet he seems not overcome , 
Although , as yet , his voice be dumb. 

X. 
And still , and pnle , and silently 
Pid Parisina viail her doom ; 
How changed since last her speaking eye 
Glanced gladness round the glittering room , 
Where high-born men were proud to wait , — 
Where Deauty watched to imitate 
Her gentle voice — her lovely mien — 
And gather from her air and gait 

The graces of its queen : 
Then , — had her eye in sorrow wept , 
A thousand warriors forth had leapt , 
A thousand swords had sheathless shone , 
And made her quarrel all their own. 
Now , — what is she ? and what are they ? 
Can she command , or these obey ? 
All silent and unheeding now, 
With downcast eyes and knitting brow , 
And folded arms , and freezing air , 
And lips that scarce their scorn forbear , 
Her knights and dames , her court — is there : 
And he , the chosen one , whose lance 
Had yet been couched before her glance , 
Who — were his arm a moment free — 
liad died or gained her liberty ; 
The minion of his father's bride, — 
He , too y is fettered by her side ; 
Nor sees her swoln and full e^e ftvivKi 
Less for her own despair iVian V\«\ v 
T/ioso lids — o*er which the "»\o\cV ^«vfv 
^'ainhring, leaves a tender »Uvt\ , ^;^* 
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Shining lliroiigli ilie smoolhest while 
That e'er did softest kiss invite — 
Now seemed with hot and Kvid glow- 
To press , not shade , the orbs b.elow ; 
Which glance so heavily , and fill , 
As tear on tear grows gathering still. 

XI. 
And he for her had also wept , 
But for the eyes that on him gazed : 
His sorrow , if he felt it , slept ; 
Stern and erect his soul avowed , 
He would not slirink before the crowd ;, 
But yet he dared not look on her : 
Remembrance of the hours that wcrc-^ 
His' guilt — his love — his present state — . 
His father's wrath — all good men's hate — 
His earllily , his eternal fate — 
And hers , — oh , hers! — he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow ! 
Else had his rising heart betrayed 
Uemorse for all the wreck it made. 

Xll. 
And Azo spake : — « But yesterday 
« I gloried in a wife and sou ; 
« That dream this morning passed away ; 
« Ere day declines, I shall have none. 
•« My life must Hnger on alone ; 
« Well, — let that pass , — there breathes not one 
« Who would not do as I have done : 
« Those lies are broken — not by me ; 

* Let that too pass ; — the doom's prepared ! 

* Hugo , the priest awaits on thee 
« And thee — thy crime's reward ! 

« Away ! address thy prayers to deaven, 
« Before its evening stars are met — 
« Learn if thou there canst be forgiven ; 
« Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 
•< But here , upon the earth beneath , 
« There is no spot where thou and I 
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«> Together, for an hour , could breathe : 

«> Farewell ! 1 will not see thee die — 

«> But thou , frail thing ! shalt view his head «• 

cc Away ! I cannot speak tlie rest : 

«> Go ! woman of the wanton breast ; 

« Not I , but thou his blood dost shed : 

« Go ! if that sight thou canst outlive , 

«> And joy thee in the life I give. » 

xm. 

And here stern Azo hid his face -— 

For on his brow the swelling vein 

Throbbed , as if back upon his brain 

The hot blood ebbed and flowed again ; 

And therefore bowed he for a space , 

And passed his shaking hand along 

His eye , to veil it from the throng ; 

While Hugo raised his chained hands , 

And for a brief delay demands 

His father's ear : the silent siro 

Forbids not what his words require. 

M It is not that I dread the death — 

«c For th&u hast seen me by thy side 

•c All redly through the battle nde , 

K And that, not once a useless, brand 

« Thy slaves have >yrested from my hand , 

« Hath shed more blood in cause of thine , 

•c Than e'er can stain tlie axe of mine : 

•c Thou gav'st , and may'st resume my breath , 

•< A gift for which I thank thee not ; 

«c Nor arc my mother's wrongs forgot , 

«c Her slighted love and ruined name , 

•< Her offspring's heritage of shame ; 

«c But she is in the grave , where he , 

«* Her son , thy rival , soon shall be. 

» Her broken heart — my severed head — 

M Shall witness for thee from the dead 

M How trusty and how tender were 

« Thy youthful love — paternal care. 

« ' Tis true , tliat I have done thee ^TOt^ — 
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•* But wrong for wrong — this deented llij brid 
« The other victim of thy pride , 
« Thou kiiow'st for me was destined long. 
« Thou saw'st , and coveled'st her charms-— 
«« And with thy very crime — my birth ; 
« Thou taunled*st me — as little worth ; 
«< A match ignoble for her arms , 
t< Because , forsooth , I could not claim 
« The lawful heirship of thy name , 
« Nor sit on Este's lineal throne : 
•( Yet , were a few short summers mine » 
M My name should more than Esters shine 
« With honours all my own. 
« I had a sword — and have a breast 
« That should have won as liaught a crest 
« As ever waved along the hue 
« Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 
« Not always knightly spurs arc worn 
« The brightest by the better bora , 
«« And mine have lanced my courser's flank 
« Before proud chiefs of princely rank , 
«• When charging to the cheering cry 
*« Of * Este and of Victory ! * 
t< I will not plead the cause of crime , 
«* Not sue thee to redeem from time 
« A few brief hours or days that must 
« At length roll o'er my reckless dust ; — 
« Such maddening moments as my past , 
« They could not , and they did not , last — 
«< Albeit my birth and name be base , 
« And thy nobility of race 
« Disdai'ied to deck a thing like me — 
« Yet in my lineaments they trace 
« Some features of my father's face , 
« And in my spirit — all of thee. 
« From thee — this lam<»Ae%sueM oC beart — 
*' From iJiee — nay , wlivitclote ^o^x ^ow i\»j 
« From ihec in all llveVr N\%o\it c^vvwi 
«< Mj arm of slreiislb , ua;/ &ou\ o\ V^^^^ — 
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« Thou didsl not give me life alone , 

« But all (hat made mo more thine own. 

« See ^hat thy guilty love hath done ? 

« Repaid thee with too like a son ! 

•c I am no bastard in my soul, 

« For that , like thine , abhorred control : 

« And for my breath , that hasty boon 

•< Thou gav*8t and wilt resume so soon , 

«< I valued it no more than thou , 

« When rose thy casque above thy brow , 

M And we , all side by side , have striven , 

«c And o'er the dead our coursers driven : 

•c The past is nothing — and at last 

«< The future can but be the past ; 

« .Yet would I that I then had died : 

«> For though thou work'dst my mother's ill , 

«> And made thy own my destined bride , 

« I feel thou art my father still ; 

«E And ) harsh as sounds thy hard dccrc9 , 

•c ' Tis not unjust , although from thee. 

«< Begot in sin , to die in shame , 

M My life begun and ends the same : ' 

« As erred the sire , so erred the son , 

« And thon must punish both in one. 

« My crime seems worst to human view , 

M But God must judge between us too I » 

XIV. 
He ceased — and stood with folded arms , « « 

On which the circling fetters sounded -, ^ 

And not an ear but felt as wounded , 
Of all the chiefs tl\at there were ranked , 
When those dull chains in meeting clanked , 
Till Parisina's fatal charms 
Again attracted every eye — 
Would she thus hear him doomed to die ! 
She stood , I said , all pale and still, 
The living cause of lingo's ill ; 
Her eyes unmoved , but full and wide ^ 
Not oace bad Cnroed to eitker i\d«— * 
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Nor once did those sweet eyelids close , 

Or sliadc the glance oVt which they rose , 

But round their orbs of deepest blue 

The circling white dilated grew — 

And there with glassy gaze she stood 

As ice were in her curdled blood ; 

But every now and then a tear 

So large and slowly gathered slid 

From the long dark fringe of that fair lid , 

It was a thing to see , not bear ! 

And those who saw , it did surprise , 

Such drops could fall from liuman eyes. 

To speak she thought — the imperfect note 

"Was choked witliin her swelling throat , 

Yet seemed in that low hotlow groan 

Her whole heart gushing in the tone.* 

It ceased — again she thought to speak , 

Then burst her Toice in one long shriek , 

And to the eartJi she fell like stone 

Or statue from its base overthrown , 

More like a thing that ne'er had life , -— 

A monument of Azo's wife , — 

Than her ^ that liring guilty thing , 

Whose every passion was a sting , 

Which urged to guilt , but could not bear 

That gnill s detection and despair. 

But yet she lived — and all too soon 

Recovered from thai death -like swoon — - 

ftuf scarce to reason — every sense 

Had been o'erstrung by pangs intense ; 

And each frail fibre of her brain 

( As bow-slrings , when relaxed by rain , 

The erring arrow lanch aside ) 

Sent forlh her ihoughts all wild and wk)e-~ 

The past a blank , the future black , 

Willi glimpses of a dreary track ; 

Like lighliiing on the desert path , 

When midnight storms ar^ mustering wrath. 

She feared — the frit that something ill 
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Lay on Iier soul , so deep and chill — 
That there was sin and shame she knew ; 
That some one was to die — but who ? 
She had forgotten : — did she breathe ? 
Could this he still the eartli beneath/ 
The sky above , and men around ? 
Or were they tiends who now so frowned 
On one , before whose eyes each eye 
Till then had smiled in sympathy ? 
kW was confused and undefined 
To her all-jnrred and wandering mind ; 
K chaos of wild hopes and fears : 
\nd now in lau!;hter , now in tears , 
But madly still in each extreme , 
She strove wilh that convulsive dream , 
For so it seemed on her to break : 
Oh ! vainly must she strive to wake ! 

XV. 
The Convent bells cire ringing , 

But roournfully and slow ; 
[n the gray square turret swino;ing , 

With a deep sound , to and m>. 
Heavily to the heart they go ! 

Ilark ! the hymn is singing — 
The song for the dead below , 
Or the living who shortly shall be so ! 
For a departing being's soul 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells knoll : 
He is near his mortal goal ; 
Kneeling at the Friar^s knee ; 
Sad to hear — and piteous to see- 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground y 
With the block before and the guards around — 
\nd the headsman with his bare arm ready , 
That the blow may be both swift and steady , 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true — 
Since he set its edge anew : 
WJiile the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom ol \\\c YtvVWx. 
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XVI. 
Il is a loTely hour as yet 
Bofore the summer sun shall set , 
"Which rose upon that heavy day , 
And mocked it with his steadiest ray ; 
And his evening heams are shed 
Full on Hugo's £ated head , 
As his last confession pouring 
To the monk , his doom deploring^ 
In peniteolial holiness , 
He bends to hear his accents bless 
>Vith absolution such as may 
Wi|)e our mortal stains awav. 
That high sun on his bead did glisten 
As he there did bow and listen— 
And the rings of chestnut hair 
Curled fall down his neck so bare ; 
But brighter still the beam was thrown 
' Upon the axe which near him shone 
With a clear and ghastly glitter — 
Oh ! that parting hour was bitter ! 
Even the stern ^tood chilled with awe : 
Dark the crime , and just the law — 
Yet they shuddered as they saw. 

xvn. 

The parting prayers are said and over 
Of that false son — and daring lover! 
ilis beads and sins were all recounted , 
His hours to their last minute mounted — 
His mantling cloak before was stripped , 
His bright brown locks must now be clipped ; 
* Tis done — all closely are they shorn — 
The vest which till this moment worn — 
The scarf which Parisina gave — 
Must not adorn him to the grave. 
Even ihat must now be thrown aside , 
Ami o'er his eyes the kercVivel UftCi *, 
But no — (hat last indigiuiy 
Shall ne'er approach his Wu^Vd^ c?>jv>. 



All feelings seemingly subdued , 
In deep disdain were half renewed , 
When hcadsiiiaD*s liands prepared to bind 
Those eyes which would not brook such blind : 
As if they dared not look on death. 
« No — yours my forfeit blood and breaih — =■ 
« These hands arc chained — but let roc die 
« At least with an unshackled eye — 
*c Slrike : >» — and as the word he said , 
Upon the block he bowed his head ; 
These the last accents Hugo spoke : 
•« Strike » — and flashing fell the stroke — 
Rolled the head — and , hushing , sunk 
Back the stained and heaving trunk 
In the dust , which each deep vein 
Slaked wilh its ensanguined rain ; 
His eyes and lips a moment quiver. 
Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 
He died , as erring man should die , 
Without display , without parade : 
Meekly had he bowed and prayed , 
As not disdaining priestly aid , 
r^or desperate of all hope on high. 
And while before the Prior kneeling , 
His heart was weaned from earthly feeling ; 
His wrathful sire — his paramour — 
What were they in such an hour ? 
No more reproach — no more despair j 
No thought but heaven — no word but prayer — 
Save the few which from him broke , 
He claimed to die with eyes unbound , 
His sole adieu to those around. 

XVIII. 
Still as the lips that closed in death , 
Each gazer's bosom held his breath 3 
Butj yet , afar , from man to man , 
A cold electric shiver ran , 
As down the deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love \Vius ew^A.\ 
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And with a [husliing sound comprest , 

A sigh siirunk back on every breast ; 

liut no more thrilling noise rose there ^ 

Beyond the blow that to the block 

Pierced through with forced and sullen shock , 

Save one :• — what cleaves the silent air 

So madly shrill — so passing wild ? 

That , as a mother's o*er her child , 

Done to death by sudden blow , 

To the sky these accents go , 

Like a soul's in endless woe. 

Through Azo*s palace-lattice driven , 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven , 

And every eye is' turned thereon , 

iiul sound and sight alike are gone i 

It was a woman*s shriek — and ne'er 

In madlier accents rose despair ; 

And those who heard it, as it past , 

In mercy wished it were the last. 

XIX. 
Hugo is fallen ; and , from that hour , 
No more in palace , hall , or bower , 
Was Parisina heard or seen : 
Her name — as if she ne'er had been — 
Was banished from each lip and ear , 
Like words of wantonness or fear ; 
And from Prince Azo's voice , by none ^ 
Was mention heard of wife or son ; 
No tomb — no memory had they ; 
Theirs was unconsecrated clay ; 
At least the knight's who died that dayJ 
Cut Parisina's fate lies hid 
Like dust benath the coffm lid : 
Whether in convent she abode , 
And won to heaven her dreary road , 
By blighted and remorseful years 
Of scourge , and fast , and sleepless tears ; 
Or if she|fell by bowl or steel , 
For that dark love she dared to feel ; 
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Or if, upon the moment smote, 

She died by tortures less remote ; 

Like him she saw upon the block , 

"With heart that shared the headsman's shock , 

In quickened brokenness thai came , 

In pity , o*er her shattered frame , 

None knew — and none can ever know : 

But whatsoe'er its end below , 

Her life began and closed in woe ! 

XX. 
And Azo found another bride ^ 
And goodly sons grew by his side; 
But none so lovely and so brave 
As him who withered in the grave ; 
Or if they were — on his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded by , 
Or noticed with a smothered sigh. 
But never tear his cheek descended , 
And never smile his brow unbended ; 
And o'er that fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected lines of thought; 
Those furrows which the burning share 
Of sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 
Scars of the lacerating mind 
Which the Soul's war doth leave behind. ' 
He was past all mirth or woe ; 
Nothing more remained below 
But sleepless nights and heavy days , 
A mind all dead to scorn or praise , 
A heart which shunned itself — a;id yet 
That would not yield — nor could forget ) 
Which when it least appeared to melt , 
Intently thought — intensely felt : 
The deepest ice which ever froze 
Can only o'er the surface close — 
The living stream lies quick below , 
And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 
Still was his sealed - up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which Nature hath im|>laLiile^', 
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Too deeply rooted thence to vanish j 

llowc'er our stifled tears we banish ; 

When , struggling as ihey rise to start , 

We check those waters of the heart , 

They are not dried — those tears unshed , 

But flow back to the fountain head , 

And resting in their spring more pure , 

For ever in its depth endure , 

Unseen , unwept , but uncongealed , 

And cherished most where feast revealed. 

With inward starts of feeling left , 

To throb o'er those of life bereft ; 

Without the power to fill again 

The desert gap which made his pain ; 

Without the hope to meet them where 

United souls shall gladness share , 

With all the consciousness that he 

Had oidy passed a just decree ; 

That they had wrought their doom of ill ; 

Yet Azo's age was wretched still. 

The tainted branches of the tree , 

If lopped with care , a strength may give , 

By which the rest shall bloom and live 

All greenly fresh and wildly free : 

But if the lightning , in its wrath , 

The waving boughs with fury scathe , 

The massy trunk the ruin feels , 

And never more a leaf reveals. 
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I. 
' Twas afier dread PuUowa*s day , 
When fortune left ihe royal Swede : 
Around a siaughter'd army lay , 
No more to combat and to bleed. 
The power and glory of the war, 
Faithless as their vain votaries , men , 
Had pass'd to the tiijmphant Czar, 
And Moscows walls were safe again , 
Until a day more dark and drear , 
And a more memorable year, 
Should give to slaughter and to shame 
A mightier host and haughtier name ; 
A greater wreck ; a deeper fall , 
A shock to one — a thunderbolt to all. 

n. 

Such was the hazard of the die ; 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly 

By day and night through field and flood , 

Stain'd with his own and subjects'blood ; 

For thousands fell that fltght to aid : 

And not a voice was heard t'upbraid 

\mbition in his humbled hour , 

When truth had nought to dread from power. 

His horse was slain , and Gieta gave 

Bis own •;— and died the Russians'slave. 

This too sinks after many a league 

Of well sustained , but vain fatigue ; 

Und in he depth of forests , darkling 

rhc watch fires in the distance sparkling — 

The beacons of surrounding foes — 

VS. 
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A king must lay his limbs at length. 

Are lb?se ihe laurels and repose 

lor which ihe naiious straiu their strength ? 

They laid him by a savage tree , 

In oul-worn nature's agony; 

His wounds were stiff — his limbs "^ere stark 

The heavy hour was chill and dark ; 

The fever in his blood forbade 

A transient slumber's fitful aid : 

And thus it was ; but yet through all , 

Kinglike the monarch bore his fall. 

And made ; in this extreme of ill , 

His pangs the vassals of his will ; 

All silent and subdued were they , 

As once the nations round him lay. 

m. 

A band of chiefs I — alas ! how few , 

Since but the fleeting of a day 

Had thinn'd it ; but this wreck was true 

And chivalrous : upon the clay 

Each sate him down , all sad and mute , 

Beside his monarch and his steed ; 

For danger levels man and brute , 

And all are fellows in their need. 

Among the rest , Mazeppa made 

His pillow in an old oak's shade — 

Himself as rough , acd scarce less old , 

The Ukraine's hetman , calm and bold ; 

But first , outspent with this long course , 

The Cossack prince rubb'd down hi« horse , 

And made for him a leafy bed , 

And smoothed his fetlocks and his mane , 

And slack'd his girth , and stripp'd his reiu , 

And joy'd to see how well he fed ; 

For until now he had the dread 

His wearied courser might refuse 

To browse beneath the midnight dews : 

But he was hardy as his lord , 

And little cared for bed and board, 
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But spirited and docile too ; 

Whate'er was to be done , would do. ^ 

Shaggy and swift , and strong of limb , 

All Tartar-like he carried hiai ; 

Obey'd his voice , and came at call , 

And knew him in the midst of all : 

Though thpusands were around , — and Night , 

Without a star , pursued her flight , — 

That steed from sunset until dawn 

His chief would follow like a fawn. 

IV. 
This done , Mazeppa spread his cloak , 
And laid his lance beneath his oak , 
Felt if his arms in order good 
The long day's march had well withstood — 
If still the powder fiU'd tlie pan , 
And flints unloosen''d kej^^eir lock — 
His sabre's hilt and scaH^^H felt , 
And whether they had chafed his belt — 
And next the venerable man , 
From out his haversack and can , 
Prepared and spread his slender slock ; ' 

And to the monarch and his men 
The whole or portion offer'd then 
"With far less of inquietude 
Than courtiers at a banquet would. 
And Charles of this his slender share 
With smiles partook a moment there , 
To force of cheer a greater sliow , 
And seem above both wounds and woe ; — 
And then he said — « Of all our band , 
«c Though firm of heart and strong of hand , 
« In skirmish , march , or forage , none 
cc Can less have said or more have done 
ce Than thee , Mazeppa ! Ow the earth 
cc So fit a pair had never birth , 
cc Since Alexander's days till now , 
•c As thy Bucephalus and thou : 
cc All Scythia's iamo to thine sliiouW Y^^^ 
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« For pricking on o*er flood and field. » 

Mazeppa answer'd — « III betide 

cc Tiie school wherein I learn'd to ride ! » 

Quoth Charles — « Old hetman , 'wherefore so , 

« Since thou hast learn'd the art so well ? » 

Mazeppa said — « 'Twere long to tell ; 

c< And we have many a league to go 

« With every now and then a blow , 

« And ten to one at least the foe , 

« l^efore our steeds may graze at ease 

« Beyond the swift Borysthenes : 

« And J Sire , your limbs have need of rest , 

«< And I will be the sentinel 

« Of this your troop. » — « But I request , » 

Said Sweden's monarch , « thou wilt tell 

« This talc of thine , and I may reap , 

« Perchance , from this the b^n of tleep , 

« For at this moment from iflP^es 

«< The hope of present slumber flies. » 

« Weil , Sire , with such a hope , Til track 
« My seventy years of memory back ; 
« I think *twas in my twentieth spring ,— - 
« Ay , 'twas , — when Casimir was king ^ 
« John Casimir , — I was his page 
<« SIk summers in my earlier age ; 
« A learned monarch , faith ! was he , 
«< And most unHke your majesty : 
« He made no wars , and did not gain 
« New realms to lose them back again ; 
« And (save debates in Warsaw's diet) 
«• He reign'd in most unseemly quiet ; 
« Not that he had no cares to vex , 
« lie loved the Muses and the sex ; 
c< And sometimes these so froward are , 
« They made him wish himself at war ; 
<c But soon his wrath being o'er , he took 
« Another mistress , or new book : 
« And then he gave prodigious f^tes — 
« All Warsaw gather'd round his ^ates 
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« To gaze upon his splendid court , 

» And dames , and chiefs , of princely port ; 

» lie was the Polish Solomon , 

» So sung his poets , all but one , 

» Who , being unpension'd , made a satire , 

« And boasted that he could not flatter. 

« It was a court of jousts and mimes , 

« Where every courtier tried at rhymes ; 

« Even I for once produced some verses ; 

«* And sign'd ray odes , Despairing Thirsis. 

« There was a certain Palatine , 
«< A count of far and high descent , 
« Rich as a salt or silver mine ; 
«< And he was proud , ye may divine , 
« As if from heaven he had been sent ; 
« He had such wealth in blood and ore 
« As few could match beneath the llirone; 
« And he would gaze upon his store , 
" And o'er his pedigree would pore , 
« Until by some confusion led , 
« Which almost look'd like want of head, 
« He thought their merits were his own. 
« His wile was not of his opinion — 
« His junior she by thirty years — 
« Grew daily tired of his dominion ; 
<« And , after wishes , hopes , and fears , 
'* To virtue a few farewell tears , 
« A restless dream or two , some glances 
«< At Warsaw's youth , some songs , and dances , 
« Awaited but the usual chances, 
«< Those happy accidents which render 
« The coldest dames so very tender , 
c< To deck her Count with titles given , 
« 'Tis said , as passports into heaven ; 
« But , strange to say , ihcy rarely boast 
u Of these who have deserved them most. 

V. 
« I was a goodly stripling then ; 
« At seventy years I so may sa>{ , 
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»< That ibcre were few , or boys or men , 

« Who , in my dawning time of day , 

« Of vassal or of knight's degree, 

« Could vie in vanities with me ; 

« For I had strength , youth , gaiety , 

« A port , not like to this ye sec , 

«( But smooth , as ail is rugged now ; 

u For time , and care , and war , have ploughM 

« My very soul from out my brow ; 

« And thus I should be disavow'd 

<« By all my kind and kin , could they 

•c Compare my day and yesterday ; 

« This change was wrought , too , long ere age 

« Had ta'en my features for his page : 

« With years , ye know , have not decllued 

« My strength , my courage , or my mind , 

«< Or at this hour I should not be 

«c Telling old tales beneath a tree , 

« With starless skies my canopy. 

« But let me on : Theresa's form — 

« Methiuks it glides before me now , 

« Between me and yon chestnut's bougli , 

« The memory is so quick and warm; 

« And yet I find no words to tell 

« The shape of her I loved so well : 

« She had the Asiatic eye , 

« Such as our Turkish neighbourhood 

« Hath mingled with our Polish blood , 

«< Dark as above us is the sky ; 

« But through it stole a tender light , 

« Like the first moonrise at midnight : 

« Large , dark , and swimming in the stream , 

« Which seem'd to melt to its own beam ; 

« All love , half languor , and half fire , 

« Like saints that at the slake expire , 

«< And lift their raptured looks on high , 

« As though it were a joy to die. 

« A brow like a midsummer lake , 

« Transparent with the sun Vlvivem , 
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« When waves no murmur dare to make , 
« And heaven beliolds her face \vilhin. 
« A cheek and hp — but why proceed ? 
« I loved lier then — I love her still ; 
« And such as I am , love indeed 
•< In fierce extremes — in good and ill. 
« But still we love even in oar rage , 
« And haunted to our very age 
•e With the vain shadow of the past j 
« As is Mazeppa to the last. 

YI. 
« We met — we gazed — I saw , and sigh'd , 
*«. She did not speak , and yet replied ; 
« There are ten thousand tones and signs 
« We hear and see , hot none defines — 
« Involuntary sparks of thought, 
« Which strike from out the heart o*erwroaghl , 
•« And form a strange intelligence , 
« Alike mysterious and intense , 
•( Which link the burning chain that binds , 
«< Without their will , young hearts and minds ; 
« Conveying , as the electric wire , 
« We know not how , the absorbing fire.— - 
« I saw , and sigh'd — in silence wept , 
« And still reluctant distance kept , 
« Until I was made known te her, 
« And -we might then and there confer 
« Without suspicion — then , even then , 
« I long'd , and was resolved to spoi^ 
« But on my lips they died again , ^ 
« The accents tremulous and weah^^B 
« Until one hour.^-There is a gameTJ^ 
« A frivolous and foolish play , 
« Wherewith we while away llie day ; 
« It is — I have forgot the name— • 
« And we to this , it seems , were set , 
« By some strange chance , which I forget t 
•« I reck*d not if I won <3t lost , 
« It was enough for me la be ^ 
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« So near to hear , and oh ? to see 

« The being whom I loved the most. — 

« I wnlcli'd her as a sentinel , 

" ( May ours this dark night watdi as well ! ) 

« Until I saw , and thus it was , 

« That she was pensive , nor perceived 

«< Her occupation , nor was grieved 

M Nor glad to lose or gain but still 

« Play'd on for hours , as if her will 

« Yet bound her to the place , though not 

« That hers might be ythe winning lot. 

« Then tlirough my brain the thought did pass 

« Even as a flash of lightning tlierc , 

« That there was something in her air 

« Which would not doom me to despair ; 

** And on the thought my words broke forth , 

«< All incoherent as they were — 

« Their eloquence was little worth , 

« But yet she listened — 'tis enough — 

« Who listens once will listen twice ; 

" Her heail , be sure , is not of ice» 

« And one refusal no rebuff. 

vn. 

« I loved , and was beloved again — 

•« They tell me , Sire , you never knew 

« Those gentle frailties if ; 'tis true , 

« I-shorten all my joy or pain; 

«* To you 'twould seem absurd aS vain ; 

« But all men arMpt born to reign , 

« Or o'er their pRsions, or, as you , 

«< Thus o'er th^^^kes and naiioiis too. 

«< I am — or raStrivas a — prince , 

« A chief of thousands , and could lead 

" Thenioon where each would for most bleed ; 

« But could not o'er myself evince 

" The like control — Bui to resume : 

" I loved , and was beloved again ; 

" In soolh , iu is a happy doom , 

«* Cut yet N>here happiest ends i:i ^^»aiu. — 
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« We met in secret, an'l ihe hour 

« Which led me to that ladj's bower 

« Was fiery Expectation's dower. 

« My days and nights were nothing — all 

cc Except that hour , which doth recal 

«c In ihe long lapse jfrom youth to age 

c< No other like itself — I'd give 

« The Ukraine back again to live "" 

« It o'er once more — and be a page , 

cc The happy page , who was the lord 

c< Of one soft heart , and his own sword , 

c< And had no other gem nor wealth , 

cc Save nature's gift of youth and health. — 

cc We met in secret — doubly sweet , 

« Some say , they find it so to meet ; 

cc I know not that^— I would have gi'vcn 

•c My life but to have cali'd her mine 

« In the full view of earth and heaven ; 

ec For I did oft and long 'repine 

cc That we could only m ;et by steallli. 

VIII. 
cc For lovers there are many eyes , 
cc And such there were on os ; — the devil 
cc On such occasions should be civil — 
cc The devil ! — I'm loih to do him wrong , 
« It might be some untoward saint , 
cc Who would not be at rest too long , 
cc But to his pious bile gave vent — 
cc But one fair night , some lurking spies 
c< Surprised- and seized us both, 
cc The Count was something more than wroth — 
cc I wa s unarm'd j but if in steel , 
cc All cap-^-pie from head to heel , 
cc What 'gainst their numbers could I do ? — 
c< 'Twas near his castle , far away 
c< From city or from succour near , 
cc And almost on the break of day ; 
cc I did not think to see another « 
c< My moments seem'd reduced li few ; 
« And with one prayei; lo 'MVar'j ■!^o\^i.« , 
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« Ami , it may he , a saint or two , 

u As I resign'd me lo my fate , • 

'« They led me to the castle gate : 

« Theresa's doom I never knew , 

« Our lot was henceforth separate.-^ 

« An angry man , ye may opine , 

« Was he , the proud Count Palatine ; 

« Anil lie had reason good to be , 

« Dut he was most enraged lest such 

« An accident should chance to toudi 

« Upon his future pedigree ; 

« Nor less amazed , that such a Mot 

« His noble 'scutcheon should have got, 

« While he was highest of his line ; 

« Because unto himself he seem*d 

« The (irsl of men , nor less he deem'd 

« In olhers'eyes , and most in mine. 

« 'Sdealh ! with a page — perchance a king 

«* Had reconciled him to the thing; 

«< Rut with a stripling of a page — • 

« I felt — hut cannot paint his rage. 

IX. 
« 'Bring forth the Iiorse !' — the horse was brought; 
« In truth , he was a noble steed , 
« A Tartar of the Ukraine breed , 
c< Who look'd as though the speed of thought 
t< Were in is limbs ; but he was wild , 
« Wild as the wild deer, and untaught, 
•t With spur and bridle undefded — 
c< 'Twas but a day he had been caught ; 
« And snorting , with erected mane , 
« And struggling fiercely , but in vain j 
« In the full foam of wrath and dread 
« To me the desart-born was led ; 
«< They bound me on , that menial throng , 
« Upon his back with many a thong , 
» Then loosed him with a sudden lash — 
«< Away ! — away ! — and on we dash ! — 
« Torrents less rapid and less raslw — • 
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X. 

M Away \ — away / — My brealli was gone — 

cc I saw not where he hurried on : 

« 'Twas scarcely yet the break of day , 

« And on he foam'd — away I — away ! — 

cc The last of human sounds which rose , 

« As I was darted from my foe^ , 

« Was the wild shout of savage laughter , 

« ^Which on the wind came roaring after 

« A moment from that rabble rout : 

« With sudden wrath I wrench'd my head , 

«c And snapp'd the cord , which to ihe mane 

«c Had bound my neck in lieu of rein , 

•c And writhing half my form about , 

« Howl'd back ray curse ; but *midst the tread , 

« The thunder of my courser's speed , 

«c Perchance they did not hear nor heed : 

« It vexes me — for I would fain 

« Have paid their insult back again. 

« I paid it well in after days : 

« There is not of that caslle gale , 

cc lis drawbridge and portcullis' weight, 

« Stone , bar , moat , bridge , or barrier left ; 

c€ Nor of its fields a blade of grass , 

€€ Save what grows on a ridge of wall , 

c« Where stood the hearth-stone of the hall ; 

« And many a time ye there might pass , 

«« Nor dream that e'er that forlress was ; 

c< I saw its turrets in a blaze , 

<c Their crackling balllemenis all cleft , 

cc And the hot lead poiur down like rain 

cc From off the scorch'd an blackening roof , 

« Whose thickness was' not vengeance-proof. 

c« They litlle thought that day of pain , 

M When lanch'd , as on the lightning's (lash , 

cf^They bade me to destruction dash , 

c< Thai one day 1 should come again , 

m With twice five thousand borse , to thank 

•c The Count for hih uncoorteous ride. 



220 M.iZEPl»A. 

« They play'd me iben a biller prank , 

«< When , with ihe wild horse for my guide , 

« They bound me to his foaming flank : 

« At length I play'd Ihem one as frank — 

« For time at last sets all things even — 

« And if we do but watch the liour , 

« There never yet was human power 

« Which could evade , if unforgiven , 

c< The patient search and vigil long 

« Of him who treasures up a wrong. 

XL 
« Away , away , my sleed and I , 
« Upon the pinions of the wind , 
« All human dwellings left behind ; 
« We sped like meteors through the skj ,♦ 
« When with its crackling sound the night 
« Is chequer'd with the northern light : 
.«< Town — village — none were on our track , 
« |}ut a wild plain of far extent , 
« And bounded by a forest black; 
.« And . save the scarce seen "battlement 
« On distant heights of some strong bold , 
« Against the Tartars built of old , 
« No trace of man. The year before 
« A Turkish army had march'd o'er ; 
« And where the Spain's hoof has trod , 
« The verdure Hies the bloody sod : — 
« The sky was dull , and dim , and gray , . 
« And a low breeze crept moaning by — 
« I could have answer'd with a sigh — 
« But fast we fled , away , away — 
« And I could neither sigh nor pray ; 
« And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
« Upon the courser's bristling mane; 
« But , snorting still with rage and fear , 
« He flew upon his far career : 
« At times I almost thought , indeed , 
« Ue must have slacken'd in his speed ; 
« But DO — my bound and slender frame 
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« Was nolbing to bis angry might , 

« And merely like a spur became : 

« Each motion which I made to free 

« My swoln limbs from their agony , 

«« Increased his fury and affrigbl : 

•c I tried my voice , — 'twas faint and low , 

«c But yet be swerved as from a blow ; 

xc And, starting to each accent , sprang 

«c As from a sudden trumpet's clang : 

« Meantime my cords were wet with gore , 

« Which oozing through my limbs , ran o*er ; 

u And in my tongue the tliirst became 

« A something fierier far than flame. 

XII. 
« We near'd the wild wood — ^*twas so wide , 
«c I saw no bounds on either side ; 
«< *Twas studdf^d with old sturdy trees , 
te That bent not to the roughest breeze 
•c Which howls down from Siberia's waste , 
M And strips the forest in its haste , — 
« But these were few , and far between 
«c Set thick with shrubs more young and green , 
•c Luxuriant with their annual leaves , 
«c Ere strown hy those autumnal eves 
<c That nip the forest's foliage dead , 
<c Discolour'd with a lifeless red , 
c< Which stands thereon like stiffen'd gore 
« Upon the slain when battle's o'er ; 
c< And some long winter's night hatli shed 
« Its frost o'er every tombless head , 
(c So cold and stark , the raven's beak 
«« May peck unpierced each frozen cheek : 
«c *Twas a wild waste of underwood , 
M And here and there a chestnut stood , 
u The strong oak , and the hardy pine ; 
« But far apart — and well it were , 
« Oi* else a different lot were mine — 
M The boughs gave way , and did not tear 
«< My limbs; and I found slrenglVi Vo W^v 
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t< My wounds , already scarr'd wilh cold — 

« My bonds forbade lo loose my hold. 

«« We rustled through the leaves like wind , 

<c Left shrubs , and trees, and wolves beliind ; 

« By night I heard them on the track , 

« Their troop came hard upon our back , 

« With their long gallop , which can tire 

« The hound's deep hale , and hunter's Grc : 

u Where'er we flew they followed on , 

« Nor left us with the morning sun ; 

cc Behmd I saw them , scarce a rood , 

« At day-break winding through the wood , 

.< And through the night had heard their feet 

c< Their stealing , rustling step repeal. 

« Oh ! how I wish'd for spear or sword , 

« At least to die amidst the horde, 

« And perish — if it must be so— 

« At bay , destroying many a foe. 

« When first my courser's race begun , 

« I wish'd the goal already won ; 

« IJul now I doubted strength and speed. 

t< Vain doubt ! his swifl aud savage breed 

« Had nerved him like the mountain-roe ; 

« Nor faster falls the blinding snow 

« Which whelms the peasant near the door 

« Whose threshold he shall cross no more , 

« BewiKlcr'd \s'ilh the dazzling blast , 

« Than through the forest-paths he past — 

« Untired , unlaraed , and worse than wild ; 

cc All furious as a favour'd child 

«c Balk'd of its wish ; or , fiercer still — 

u A woman piqued — who has her will. 

XIII. 
cc The wood was past ; 'twas more than noon , 
c* But chill the air, although in June ; 
« Or it might be ray veins ran cold — 
cc Proloug'd endurance tames the bold; 
« And I was then not what I seem , 
'* But headlong as a winVr^j slvcavcv , 
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And wore my feelinjjs out before 

I well could count ihcir causes o'er : 

And what with fury , fear , and wrath , 

The tortures which beget my path, 

Cold , hunger , sorrow , shame , distress , 

Thus bound in nature's nakedness; 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 

When slirr'd beyond its calmer mood , 

And trodden hard upon , is like 

The rattle-snake's , in act to strike , 

What marvel if this worn-oflt trunk 

Beneath its woes a moment sunk ? 

The earth gave way , the skies roH'd round , 

I seem*d to sink upon the ground ; 

But err*d , for I was faslly bound. 
! My heart turn'd sick , my brain grew sore , 
t And throbb'd awhile ^ then beat qo more : 
c The skies spun like a mighty wheel ; 
c I saw the trees like drunkards reel , 
t And a slight flash sprang o'er my eyes, 
( Which saw no farther : he who dies 
c Can die no mon; than then I died 
c O'ertortured by that ghastly ride, 
c I felt the blackness come and go , 
« And strove to wake : but could not make 
< My senses climb up from below : 

* I felt as on a plank at sea , 

* When all the waves that dash o'er thee , 
K At the same time upheave and whelm , 
t€ And hurl thee towards a desert realm. 

•c My undulating life was as 

M The fancied lights t)iat flitting pass 

u Our shut eyes in deep midnight, whcu 

** Fever begins upon the brain ; 

u But soon it pass'd , with little pain , 

« But a confusion worse than such : 

« I own that I should deem it much , 

« Dying , to feel tlie same again ; 

u ^id yot I do suppose wo must 



cc 



cc 
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« Feel far more ere we turn lo dust : 

„ No matter ; I have hared my brow 

« Full iu Death's face — before — and now. 

XIV. 
« My thoughts came back j where was I : C6\d, 
« And numb ; and giddy : pulse by pulse 
«c Life reassumcd its hngeringhold, 
^ And throb by throb; till grown a pang 
Which for a moment would conrulse. 
My blood reflow'd , though thick and chill ; 
My ear with uncouth noises rang. 
My heart began once more to thrill ; 
" My sight return*d , though dim , alas .' 
** And thicken*d , as it were ; with glass. 
Methought the dash of waves was nigh ; 
" There was a gU?am too of the sky , 
" Studded with stars ; — it is no dream ; 
" The wild horse swims the wilder stream ! 
" The bright broad river's gushing tide 
" Sweeps , winding onward , far and wide , 
" And we are half-way , struggling o'er 
** To yon unknown and silent shore. 
** The waters broke my hollow trance , 
« And with a temporary strength 
« My stiffen'd limbs were rebaplizcd. 
" My courser's broad breast proudly braves , 
'* And dashes off the ascending waves , 
« And onward we advance I . 
« We reach the slippery shorfc at length , 
" A haven I but little prized , 
« For all behind was dark and drear , 
« And all before was night and fear. 
« IIow many hours of night or day 
« In those suspended pangs I lay , 
« I could not tell : 1 scarcelv knew 
« If this were human breath 1 drew 

XV. 
« With glossy skin , and dripj)ing mane , 
« And reeling liml>s , and tecVvix^ ^;m\^ , 
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The wild steed's sinewy nerves slill strain 

Up the repelling bank. 

We gain ihe top : a boundless plain 

Spreads through the shadow of the night , 

And onward , onward , onward , seems 

Like precipices in our dreams , 

To stretch beyond the sight ; 

And here and there a speck of white , 

Or scatler'd spot of dusky green , 

[n masses broke into the light , 

As rose the moon upon my right. 

But nought distinctly seen 

[n the dim waste , would indicate 

The omen of a cottage gate ; 

No twinkling taper from afar 

Stood like an hospitable slar; 

Not even an ignis-fatuus rose 

To make him merry with my woes : 

That very cheat had cheer'd me then ! 

Although detected , welcome still , 

[\eminding me , through every ill , 

Of the abodes of men. 

XVI. 
3nwtird we went — but slack and slow ; 
[lis savage force at length o'erspent, 
rhe drooping courser , faint and low , 
Vll feebly foaming went. 
V sickly infant had had power 
To guide him forward in that hour ; 
But useless all to me. 
lis new-born lameness nought avail'd ; 
My limbs were bound ; my force had fail'd 
*erchance , had they been free. 
»Vith feeble effort still I tried 
To rend the bonds so starkly tied — 
3ut still it was in vain ; 
ly limbs were only wrung the more , 
.nd soon the idle strife gave o'er , 
Yhich but prolonged their pain : 
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c< T!»c dizzy race scom'd almost <lonc, 

« AUhougli no goal was nearly won : 

« Some streaks aimounced the comine: sun—- 

ill I 

« How slow , alas ! lie came ! 

« Mclhougbl that mist of dawning gray 

« Would never dapple into day ; 

« How heavily it roll'd away — 

« Before the eastern flame 

« Rose crimson , and deposed tlie stars , 

« And call'd ihe radiance from iheir cars , 

« And fill'd the earth , from his deep throne , 

« With lonely lustre, all his own, 

xvn. 

« Up rose the sun ; the mists were curl'd 
« Back from the solitary world 
« Which lay around — behind — before : 
« What booted it to traverse o*er 
« Plain , forest, river? Man nor brute, 
« Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot , 
« Lay in the wild luxuriant soil ; 
« No sign of travel — none of toil ; 
« The very air was mute ; 
« And not an insect's shrill small horn , 
« Nor matin bird's new voice was borne 
« From herb nor thicket. Many a werst, 
« Panting as if his heart would burst , 
« The weary brute still stagger'd on : 
« And still we were — or seem'd — alone : 
« At length , while reeling on our way , 
« Methought I heard a courser neigh , 
« From out yon tuft of blackening firs. 
« Is it the wind those branches stirs ! 
« No , no ! from out the forest prance 
« A trampling troop ; I see ihem come ! 
« In one vast squadron they advance ! 
« I strove to cry — my lips were dumb. 
« The steeds rush on in plunging pride ; 
« But where are they the reins to guide ? 
« A thousand horse — andnoue to ride! 
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h flowing mil , and flying rnane , 
lo nostrils — never slrelch'd by pain , 
illis hlooclless to the hit or rein; 
I feet thai iron never shod , 
I flanks unscarr'd by spur or rod , 
lonsand horse , the wild, the free , 
t; waves that follow o'er the sea, 
lie thickly thundering on , 
four faint approach to meet; 
sight re-nerved my courser's feet , 
loment staggering , feebly fleet , 
lomenl , with a faint low neigb , 
answer'd , and then fell ; 
h gasps and glazing eyes he lay , 
1 recking limbs immoveable, 
first and last career is done ! 
came the troop — they saw him stoop , 
y saw me strangely bound along 
back with many a bloody thong : 
ty slop — they start — they snuff the air, 
op a moment here and there , 
)roach , retire , wheel round and round , 
n plunging back with sudden bound , 
ded by one black mighty steed , 
o seem'd the patriarch of his bre«d , 
hout a single speck or hair 
vhite upon his shaggy hide ; 
J snort — they foam — neigh — swerve aside, 
. backward to the forest fly , 
instinct , from a human eye. -— 
y left me there , to my despair, 
k.'d to the dead and stiffening wretch , 
3se lifeless limbs beneath me stretch , 
eved from that unwonted weight, 
tn whence I could not extricate 
• him nor me — and there we lay , 
dying on the dead ! 
lie dccm'd another day 
iild see my houseless , helpless head. 
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« And there from morn till (wiliglit bouD<], 
« I felt the heavy hours toil round , 
« "Wiih just enough of life to see 
« My last of suns go down on me , 
»> In hopeless certainty of mind , 
« That makes us feel at length resigVd 
« To that which our foreboding years 
** Presents the worst and last of fears 
i< Inevitable — even a boon , 
« Nor more unkind for coming soon ; 
« Yet shunn'd and dreaded with such care , 
« As if it only were a snare 
« That prudence might escape: 
« At times both wish'd for and implored , 
« At times sought with self-pointed sword, 
» Yet still a dark and hideous close 
« To even intolerable woes , 
« And welcome in no shape 
« And : strange to say , the sons of pleasure , 
«< They who have revell'd beyond measure 
■«( In beauty , wassail , wine , and treasure , 
« Die calm, or calmer, oft than he 
« Whose heritage was misery : 
« For he who hath in turn run through 
« All that was beautiful and new , 
« Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave j 
« And , save the future , (which is view*d 
« Not quite as men are base or good , 
« But as their nerves may be endued) ^ 
« With nought perhaps to grieve : — 
« The wretch still hopes his woes must end , 
« And Death , whom he should deem his friend 
« Appears , to his distemper'd eyes , 
« Arrived to rob him of his prize, 
«< The tree of his new Paradise. 
« To-moiTOW would have given him all , 
« Repaid his pangs , repair'd his fall , 
•< To-morrow would have been the first 
« Of days oo more deplored or curst , 
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€c But bright , nnd lopg , and hcckoning years, 
cc Seen dazzling ihrough the mist of tears, 
« Guerdon of many a painful hour ; 
cc To-morrow would have given him power 
«e To rule, to shine, to smile, to save — 
M And must it dawn upon bis grave? 

XVIII. 
« The sun was sinking — still I lay 
« Cbain'd to the chill and stiffening steed , 
« I thought to mingle there our clay; 
«c And my dim eyes of deathhad need. 
« No hope arose of being freed : 
« I cast my last looks up the sky, 
« And there between me and the sun 
« I saw the expecting raven fly , 
«c "Who scarce would wait till bolh should die , 
« Ere his repast begun ; 
•c He flew , and perch'd then flew once more , 
« And each time nearer than before ; 
« I saw his wing through twilight flit; 
« And once so near me he alit 
« I could have smote , but lack'd the strength , 
« But the slight motion of my hand , 
«e And feeble scratching of the sand , 
« The exerted throat's faint struggling noise , 
« Which scarcely could be call'd a voice , 
« Together scared him off at length — 
<t I know no more — my latest dream 
«t Is something of a lovely star 
«^ Which fix'd my dull eyes from afar, 
« And went and came with wandering beam , 
«t. And of the cold, dull, swimming , dense 
« Sensation of recurring sense , 
«c And then subsiding back to death, 
<«( And then again a little breath, 
«c A little thrill , a short suspense , . 
« An icy sickness curdling o'er 
«< My heart , and sparks that crossed my brain— 
•« A gasp , a throb, a start of pain , 
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«< A sld> , J^»tl nolhing more. ' 



■p* 



« I woke — Wliere was I ? — Do I see 

« A linmaii face look down on me? 

« And dolh a roof above me dose? 

« Do these limbs on a couch repose ? 

c< Is ihis a chamber where I lie ? 

« And is it mortal yon bright eye , 

c< That watches me with gentle glance? 

« I closed my own again once more , 

« As doubtful that the former trance 

« Could not as yet be o'er. 

« A slender girl , long-hair'd , and tall , 

« Sale watching by the cottage wall ; 

« The sparkle of her eye 1 caught , 

« Even with my first return of thought , 

« For ever and anon she threw 

« A prying , pitying glance on me 

t< With her black eyes so wild and free s 

« I gazed , and gazed , until I knew 

» No vision it could be , — 

«< But that I lived , and was released 

« From adding to the vulture's feast : 

c< And when the Cossack maid beheld 

«t My heavy eyes at length unseal'd , - 

cc She smiled — and I essay'd to speak , 

« But fail'd — and she approach'd ; and made 

« With lip and finger signs that said , 

« I must not strive as yet to break 

ct The silence , till my strength should be 

« Enough to leave my accents free ; 

rt And then her hand on mine she laid , 

« And smoolh'd the pillow for my head , 

« And stole along on tiptoe tread , 

A And gently oped the door , and spake 

« In whispers — ne'er was voice so sweel ! 

« Even music follow'd her light feet ; — 

« But those she call' d were not awake , 

« And she wcnl forlVi*, V>ul , ete ^^^\JA^'«i , 
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•« Anolher look on me she cast , 

« Another sign she made , to say ; 

•< That I had nought to fear , that all 

« Were near , at my command or call , 

•c And she would not delay 

•c Her due return : — while she was gone , 

« Mclhought I fell too muph alone. 

XX. 
«c She came with motlier and with sire — 
« What need of more? — I will not tire 
« "With long recital of the rest , 
«< Sincelhccamc the Cossacks* guest : 
*c They found me senseless on the plain — 
»c They bore me to the nearest hut — 
« They brought me into life again — 
» Me — one day o'er their realm to reign! 
« Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
« His rage , refining on my pain, 
« Sent me forth to the wilderness , 
« Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone, 
« To pass the desert to a throne. 
« What mortal his own doom may guess? 
« Let none despond , let none despair ! 
*< To-morrow the Boryslhenes 
<« May see our coursers graze at ease 
« Upon his Turkish bank , — and never 
*< Had I such welcome for a river 
« As I shall yield when safely there. 
c< Comrades, goodnight! »-^The Hetman threw 
His length beneath the oak-tree shade , 
With leafy couch already made , 
A bed nor conforlless nor new 
To him , who took his rest whene'er 
'^e hour arrived , no matter where : — 
His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 
And if ye marvel Charles forgot 
To thank his tale , he wonder*d not ,— 
The king had been an hour asleep. 
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SONNET OF CHILLON. 



Eternal spirit of the cbainless mind ! 

IJriglitesl in dungeons, Liberlyl lliou art. 

For ihere thy habitation is the heart — 
The heart which love of thee alone can bind ; 
And when thy sons to fetters are consigned — 

To fetters , and the damp vault's dayless gloom , 

Their country conquers with their martyrdom, 
And Freedom's fame finds wings on every ^ind. 
Chillon ! thy prison is a holy place , 

And thy sad floor an altar — for 'twas trod , 
Until his very steps have left a trace 

Worn , as if thy cold pavement were a sod , 
By Dojinivard ! — May none those marks efface? 

For ihey appeal from tyranny to God. 



^r 



THE 



PRISONER OF CHILLON 



I. 

My hair is gray , but not with years , 

Nor grew it while 

In a single night , 
As men's have grown from sudden fears : 
My limbs arc bowed , though not with toil ^ 

But rusted with a vile repose , 
For iliey have been a dungeon's spoil , 
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And mine has been ihe fate of those 
To whom the goodly earth and air. 
Arc bann*d and barrM — forbidden fare ; 
But this was for my fatiier's faith 
I suffered chains and courted death ; 
That fatJicr perish'd at the stake 
For tenets he would not forsake ; 
And for the same his li seni race 
In darkness found a dwelling-place. 
We were seven — who now are one , 

Six in youth , and one in age ^ 
Finish'd as they had begun , 

Proud of persecution's rage ; 
One in fire ; and two in field , 
Their belief with blood have sealM ; 
Dying as dieir father died , 
For the God their foes denied ; 
Three were in a dungeon cast , 
Of whom this wreck is left the last. 

II. 

There are seven pillars of goiliic mold , 

In Chillon's dungeons deep and old ; 

There arc seven columns , massy and gray , 

Dim with a dull imprisoned ray , 

A sunbeam which hath lost its way , 

And through the crevice and the cleft 

Of the thick wall is fallen and left ; 

Creeping o'er the floor so damp , 

Like a marsh's meteor lamp : 

And in each pillar there is a ring , 

And in each ring there is a chain ; 

That iron is a cankering thing , 

For in these limbs its teeth remain ; 

"With marks that will not wear away 

Till I have done with this new day , 

lYhich now is painfbl to these eyes 

Which have not seen the sun so rise 

For years — I cannot count them o*er > 

I lost their long and heavv score , 
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'When my last brother droop'd and died ^ 
And I by living by his side. 

III. 
They chain'd us each to a column stone , 
And we were three — yet , each alone , 
^Ye could not move a single pace , 
We could not see each oUier's face , 
But with that pale and livid light 
That made us strangers in our sight ; 
And thus together — yet apart , 
Fettered in hand , but pined in heart ; 
'Twas still some solace in the dearth 
Of ihe pure elements of earth , 
To hearken to each other's speech , 
And each turn comforter to each , 
With some new hope , or legend old , 
Or song heroically bold ; 
But even these at length grew cold. 
Our voices took a dreary tone. 
An echo of the dungeon-stone , 

A grating sound — not full and free- 
As they of yore were wont to be c 
It might be fancy — but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 

IV. 
I was the eldest of the three , 
And to uphold and cheer the resl 
I ought to do — and did my best — • 
And each did well in his degree. 
The youngest , whom my father loved , 
Because our mother's brow was given 
To him — with eyes as blue as heavea , 
For him my soul was sorely moved ; 
And truly might it be distrest 
To see such bird in such a nest ; 
For he was beautiful as day — - 

(When day was beaulilul to mc 
As to young eagles , being free) — 
A polar day y which will not see 
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A sunset till its summer's goue , 
Its sleepless summer of long ligbt , 
Tiie snow-clad offspring of the sun : 
And thus he was as pure and bright , 
And in his natural spirit gay > 
"With tears for nought but others* ills , 
And then ihey flowed like mountain rills , 
Unless he cpuld assuage the woe 
Which he abhorr*d to -view below 

V. 
The other was as pure of mind , 
But formed to combat with his kind ; 
Strong in his frame , and of a mood 
Which 'gainst the world in war bad stood , 
And perished in the foremost rank . 

With joy : — 'but not in chains to pine: 
His spirit withered with their clank , 

I saw it silently decline — 

And so perchance in sooth did mine ; 
But yet I forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a home so dear. 
He was a hunter of the hills , 

Had followed there the deer and wolf ; 
To liim this dungeon was a gulf , 
And fettered feet the worst of ills. 

VI. 

Lake Lcman lie^by Ghillon's walls 
A thousand feiR in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow ; 
Thus much the fathom line was sent 
From Ghillon's snow-white battlement , 

Which round about the wave enthralls : 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made — and like a living grave 
Below the surface of the lake 
Tiic dark vault lies wherein we lay , 
We heard it ripple night and day ; 

Sounding o'er our heads it knock'd; 
'And I have felt the winter's spra^ 
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Wash through the bars when winds "were Jiigh 
And wanton in the happy sky ; 

And then the very rock hath rock*d , 
And I have felt it shake , anshock*d , 
Because I could have smiled to see 
The Death that would have set me free. 

VII. 
I said my nearer brother pined , 
I said his mighty heart declined , 
He loaih'd and put away his food; 
It was not that 'twas coarse and rude , 
For we were used to hunter*s fare , 
And for the like had little care : 
The milk drawn from the mountain goat 
Was changed for water from the moat , 
Our bread was such as captive's tears ' 
Have moisten' d many a thousand years , 
Since man first pent his fellow men 
Like brutes within an iron den : 
But what were these to us or him? 
These wasted not his heart or limb ; 
My brother's soul was of that mold 
Which in a palace had grown cold , 
Had his free breathing been denied 
The range of the steep mountain's side;. 
Bui why delay the trutli? — he died 
I saw , and could not hold his bead , ^ 
Nor reach his dying hand — nor dead , • 
Though hard I strove , but strove in vain , 
To rend and gnash my bonds in twain. 
He died — and they unlocked bis chain , 
And scoop'd for him a shallow grave 
Even from the cold earth of our cave. 
I begg'd tlicm , as a boon , to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
Might shine — it was a foolish thought , 
But then within my brain it wrought , 
That even in dealUlus freeborn breast 
Uisuch a dungeon couU uoX\vi%\.. 
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I migbl have spared my idle prayer — 
They coldly laugh'd — and lai(L him there 
The flat and turfless earth above 
The being-we so much did love ; ' 

His empty chain above it leant , * 
Such murder's fitting monument! 

VIII. 
But he , the favourite and the flower , 
Most cberish'd since his natal hour , 
His mother's image in fair face ^ 
The infant love of all his race y 
His martyred father's dearest thought , 
My latest care , for whom I sought 
To hoard my life , that his might be 
Less wrelched now , and one day free ; 
He , too , who yet had held untired 
A spirit natural or inspired — 
He , too , was struck , and day by day 
Was withered on the stalk away. 
Oh God ! it is a fearful thing 
To see tlie human soul take whig 
In any shape , in any 'mood : — 
Tve seen it rushing forth in blood, 
I've seen it on the breaking ocean 
Strive with a swoln convulsive motion ; 
Tve seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious with its dread : 
But these were horrors — this was woe 
Unmix'd with such — but sure and slow : 
He faded , and so calm and meek y 
So softly worn . so sweetly weak , 
So fearless , yet so lender — kind , 
And grieved for those he left behind; 
With ail the while a cheek whose bloom 
Was as a mockery ot the tomb , 
Whose tints as gently sunk away 
As a departing rainbow's ray — 
An eye of most transparent light, 
Tliat almost made llie dungeon \m^\\. > 
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Ami not a word of murmur — not 

A groan o'er his unlimely lot , — 

A lillle lalk of belter day#, 

A little hope my own to raise , 

For I was sunk in silence — lost 

In this last loss , of all the most ; 

And then the sighs he would suppress 

Of fainting nature's feebleness , 

More slowly drawn , grew less and less s 

I listened, but I could notheai' — 

I called , for I was wild with fear ; 

I knew *twas hopeless , but my dread 

Would not be thus admonished ; 

I called , and thought I heard a sound — 

I burst my chain with one strong bound , 

And rusb'd to him. : — I found him not ; 

I only slirr'd in this black spot, 

/ only lived — /only drew 

The accursed breath a dungeon-dew ; 

The last — the sole — the dearest link 

Between me and the eternal brink ; 

Which bound me to my failing race , 

Was broken in this fatal place. 

One on the earth , and one beneath — 

My brothers — both had ceased to breathe 

I took that hand which lay so still ^ 

Alas ! my own was full as chill ; 

I had not strength to stir , or strive , 

But felt that I was still alive — 

A frantic feeling , when we know 

That what we love shall ne'^er be so 

I know not why 

I could not die, 
I had no earlhly hope — but faith , 
And that forbade a selfish death. 

IX. 
What next befell me then and there 
I know not well — I never knew — 
First came the loss o{V\s,\\\ , a\\v5i\i\T ^ 
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And llicn ofdnrknnss too . 

1 had no lljoiiglil, no feeling — none — 

Among llie slones I stood a stone , 

And was , scarce conscious what I wist , - 

As shrubless crags williia the mist, 

Tor all was blank , and bleak, and gray, 

It was not night — it was not day , 

It was not even the dungeon-ligbt , 

So liateful to ray heavy sight , 

But vacancy absorbing space , 

And fixedness — without a place ; 

There were no stars — no earth — no lime — 

No check — no change — no good — no crime — 

But silence , and a stirless breath , 

Wliich neither was of life nor death ; 

A sea of stagnant idleness , 

Blind , boundless , mute , and motionless ! 

X. 
A light broke in upon my braiti , — 

It was the carol of a bird ; 
It ceased , and then it came again , 

The sweetest song ear ever heard; 
And mine was thankful till my eyes 
Ran over witlv the glad surprise , 
And they that moment could not see 
I was the mate of misery ; 
But then by dull degrees came back 
My senses to their wonted track , 
'I saw the dungeon walls and Qoor 
Close slowly round me as before ; 
I saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before had done ; 
But through the crevice where it came 
That bird was perchM , as fond and tame, 

And tamer than upon the tree ; 
A lovely bird , with azure wings , 
And sung that said a thousand things , 

And seem'd to say them all for me ! 
I never saw iis like before^ 
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I ne'er shall see its lik^ess more : 
It seemM like me to ^ant a mate , 
But was not half so desolate , 
And it was come to love me when 
None lived to love me so again , 
A.ud cheering from my dungeon's brink , 
Had brought me back to feel and think. 
I know not if it late were free , 

Or bi okc its cage to perch on mine , 
But knowing well captivity , 

S^veet bird ! I could not wish for thine ! 
Or if it were , in winged guise, 
A visitant from Paradise ; 
For — Heaven forgive that thought! the while 
Which made me both to weep and smile , 
I sometimes deemed that it might be 
My. brother's soul come down to me ; 
But then at last away it flew , 
And then 'twas mortal — well I knew ; 
For he would never thus have flown , 
And left me twice so doubly lone , — 
Lone — as the corse within its shroud , 
Lone — as a solitary cloud , 

^tingle cloud on a sunny day , 
While all the rest of heaven is clear ; 
A frown upon the atmosphere , 
That hath no business to appear 
When skies are blue, and earth is gay. 

XI. 
A kind of change came in my fate , 
My keepers grew compassionate , 
I know not what had made them so , 
They were inured to sights of woe , 
But 80 it was :— my broken chain 
Willi links unfasten'd did remain , 
And it was liberty to stride 
Along my ceU from side to side , 
And up and down, and then athwart, 
And Iread it over every part •, 
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And round the pillars one by one , 
Returning \vhere my walk begun , 
Avoiding only , as I trod , 
My brothers' graves without a sod ; 
For if I thought with heedless tread 
My step profaned their lowly bed , 
My breath came gaspingly and thick , 
And my crush'd heart fell blind and sick. 

XU. 
I made a footing in the wall; 

It was not therefore to escape ; 
For I had buried one and all , 

"Who loved me in a human shape ; 
And the whole earth would henceforth be 
A wider prison unto me : 
No child — no sire — no kin had I , 
No partner in my misery ; 
I thought of this, and I was glad, 
For thought of them had made me mad ; 
But 1 was curious to ascend 
To my barr'd windows , and to bend 
Once more , upon the mountains high , 
The quiet of a loving eye. 

XIII. 
I saw them — and they were the same , 
Th^y were not changed like me in frame ; 
I saw their thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below , 
And the blue Rhone in fullest Uow ; 
I heard the torents leap and gush 
O'er channell'd rock and broken bush ; 
I saw the white-wall'd distant town , 
And whiter sails go skimming down ; 
And then there was a little isle , 
"Which in my very face did smile , 

The only one in view ; 
A small green isle , it seem'd no more , 
Si;arco broader than my dungeon floor, 

w»... ;_ r» .1 -1 .-II .__ _ 
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And o'er it blew ilie moiinlain breeze ; 

And by it ibere were waters flowing , 

And on il there were young flowers growing ; 

Of gentle breath and hue. 
The (ish swam by the castle wall , 
And they seemed joyous each and all ; 
The eagle rode the rising blast, 
Methought he never (lew so fast 
As then to me he seemed to fly ; 
And then new tears came in my eye , 
And I felt troubled — and would fain 
] had not left my recent chain ; 
And when I did descend again , 
The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load ; 
It was as is a new-dug u'Tive , 
Closing o'er one we sought to save , 
And yet my glance , too much opprest , 
Had almost need of such a rest. 

XIV. 
It might be months , or years, or days , 

1 kept no count — ^I took no note , 
I had no hope my eyes to raise , 

And clear them of their dreary inoie ; 
At last men came to set me free , 
I ask'd not why , and reck'd not where ; 
Jt was at length the same to me : 
Fettered or fetterless to be : 

I learn'd to love despair. 
And thus when they appear'd at last , 
And all my bonds aside were cast , 
These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage — and all my own ! 
And half I felt as they were come 
To tear me from a second home : 
With spiders I had friendship ma<le ; 
And walchM them in their sullen trade , 
Bad seen I lie mice by moow\\^\\\. \>Vw5 , 
And why should I feeUess iWvi^iAe'j'^ 
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We were all iamales of one place , 
And I , the monarch of each race , 
Had power to kill — yet , strange to tell ! 
In quiet we had learn*d to dwell — 
My very chains and I grew friends , , 
So much a long communion lends 
To make us what we are : — even I 
Regaiu'd my freedom with a sigh. 



THREE HEBREW MELODIES. 

OH ! WEEP FOR THOSE. 

Oh ! weep for those that wept by Bahel's stream , 
Whose shrines are desolate , whose land a dream ; 
Weep for the harp of Judnh*s broken shull ; 
Mourn — whe^^e their God hath dwell the godless dwell ! 

And where shall Israel lave her bleeding feet ? 
And when shall Zion*s songs again seem sweet ? 
And Judah's melody once more rejoice ! 
The hearts that leap'd before its heavenly voice T 

Tribes of ihe wandering foot and weary breast 
How shall ye llee away and be at rest I 
The wild-dove halh her nest , the fox his cave , 
Mankind their country — Israel but the grave ! ^ 



BY THE RIVERS OP BABYLON WE SAT DOWN 

AND WEPT. 

We sat down and wept by the waters 
Of Babel , and thought of the day 
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l^Iade Salem's high places his prej^ ; 
And ye, oh her desolate daughters ! 
Were scatter'd all creeping away. 

While sadly we gazed on the river 
Which roird on in freedom below , 

They demanded the song ; but , oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ! 

May this right Iiand be withered for ever , 
Ere it string our high harp for the foe ! 

On the willow that harp is suspended ; 

Oh Salem ! its sound should be free ; 
And the hour when thy glories were ended , 

But left me that token of thee : 
And ne'er shall its soft tones be blended 

With the voice of the spoiler by me ! 



FROM JOB. 

A spirit pass'd before roe : I beheld 
The face of immortality unveifd ; 
Deep sleep came down on every eye save mine 
And there it stood , — all formless — but divine : 
Along my bones the creeping flesh did quake ; 
And as my damp hair stiffened , thus it spake : 
« Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even seraphs insecure? 
Creatures of clay ! vain dwellers in the dust ! 
The moth survives you , and are ye more just ? 
Things of a day ! You wither ere the night , 
Heedless and blind to wisdom's wasted light I *% 



THE END. 
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